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Prologue

Montclair, New Jersey, November
2010

 


Wow! This hasn’t all been a dream.
Opening my eyes, I marveled at the reality. This was true. I
remembered the famed Dr. Seuss said: “You know you're in love when
you can't fall asleep because reality is finally better than your
dreams.”

Something felt weird. Not a bad weird, just the
opposite: it was a good weird. Although unfamiliar, it was also
familiar. While odd, it felt right. It felt natural to have her
warm, soft, body curled up against mine. Lying on my side, my arm
underneath her neck, my eyes adjusted to the pale ambient nighttime
light. In the darkness, I recognized with pleasant surprise the
woman whose supple back conformed to my chest. Recognizing her
familial figure, my body responded.

Shirtless, I slept in only a pair of pajama
buttons. While I was a natural-born perv, I discovered she was the
wilder, freakier one. Hints of modesty still haunted me while she
cast such bonds aside. Tonight, she wore a dark-red smooth satin
& lace babydoll nightie, sans panties. With its flyaway style,
only a ribbon crossing beneath her bust and neatly tied into a bow
held it closed in front. When she had donned it earlier, I enjoyed
how tempting she looked in it, how it just barely covered her. With
its open bottom, only the ribbon in the middle held it closed.
During the night, her babydoll had ridden up. She offered me her
bared backside.

“Mmm,” Monica lightly purred. My hard cock
pressed upon her exposed butt. Holding her to me, I rubbed myself
upon her. Shifting, I pushed my pajama bottoms down enough to ‘free
the beast.’ Pressing upon her, my cock nestled between her
ass-cheeks. She pushed back at me. My right hand rolled down her
soft middle. When I touched her, gently she lifted her right leg
just enough.

You’re not sleeping either, huh? I
silently thought with good-humor. When I shifted my hips, my cock
knowingly shifted positions.

Monica, seductively, silently giggled. I went
from rubbing against her butt-cheeks to the inside curve of my cock
rubbed along her pussy. My cock glided upon the slickness of her
dampened pussy. I loved the feel of her silky pussylips on my cock.
She turned to look back at me. In the pale light of the moon, I saw
what she hungered for. Having the same incestuous appetite, I
kissed her passionately.

“Hello,” she whispered with breathy lust.

“I love you… Monica,” I blurted. She silently
chuckled at my admission; mostly, I sensed her mischievousness from
how her mostly nude form softly shook on my exposed naked body.

“Have you ever danced with the devil in the pale
moonlight?” I asked. My body danced along hers.

“You’re a joker,” she gaily laughed. The level
of our relationship was intense. Once we crossed the threshold, we
never looked back.

“Mmm,” she again purred. While I gently slid my
cock along her pussy, my right hand explored her body. My hand
roamed over her smooth, malleable midsection. Monica again silently
laughed when my right hand caressed her big boobs. My hand
valiantly tried to cup her more-than-a-handful right breast.
Excited by my discovery, I pressed firmer to her, humping her
more.

“Wow,” I marveled. For eighteen years, I
fantasized about her tits. Now able to touch, feel, caress and
molest, Monica’s breasts was even grander than I imagined. I
discovered reality was better than my dreams. Better yet, she knew
this. When she softly laughed, she revealed this secret: she
enjoyed letting me play with her big boobs. Over the silky softness
of her babydoll my hand explored her tits, my hips bucked upon her
bared ass, my cock rubbed along her pussylips.

“Oh, aaaah,” we sighed in unity. Her right hand
reached between us. She took hold of my cock and guided me home.
The feel of Monica’s familial pussy was astonishing. Kindred souls,
my cock gently penetrated her pussy with welcoming ease. With our
close bond, she was ready for me. Her hot, wet pussy eagerly
accepted her kin’s cock.

“I love you, Monica,” I pledged, with growing
confidence. Her boy had become her man. My cock in her pussy, her
body pressed upon mine, we were together again; whole and
complete.

“I love you, Marty,” my mother confessed. Her
soft naked body pressed back upon mine. I loved the feel of her
warm flesh on mine, my cock in her hot pussy. As a loving mother
should, she untied the bow that held her babydoll, offering her son
her grand tits to enjoy. My mother gave all of herself to me.

In the dim darkness, the pale light reflected on
our warm bodies. Softly illuminated, I could see well enough to see
my hips ride forward an’ back, humping upon Monica’s butt. Hidden
from my sight, I didn’t need to see to know my cock slid in an’ out
of her pussy. The feel of my cock gliding in an’ out of her tight
pussy told me Mom’s pussy was where I belonged.

“I love you in me,” Monica admitted. She looked
back and I kissed her with forbidden desire. She enjoyed her son’s
cock in her pussy as much as I loved having my cock in Mom’s
pussy.

“Oh, wow,” she softly exclaimed. Not satisfied
merely fucking her son, Monica brought her left hand up to her
lips. She knew I was watching; she luxuriously licked her fingers.
Lifting her right leg, the sole of her right foot rested on the
inside of her left foot. She spread herself open to give her son,
and herself, greater access to her pussy.

“Oh god,” I moaned. Even with our kindred bond,
she could still surprise me. Her hand rode over her pussylips while
my cock rode in an’ out of her. Travelling down her path, Mom’s
fingers rode down my cock. Then her warm, slick fingers cupped my
balls. Monica silently chuckled from my twitch when she caressed my
sac. In the quiet darkness of her bedroom, I gently fucked my mom
and she returned the favor. Encouraging her son, she fondled my
balls.

“Oh faah, oh faah,” I barely was able to moan.
Her hand lay upon the union of where my cock entered her pussy; her
fingertips tickled my balls. I felt ready to explode. My head felt
as if it was going to explode from the carnal pleasures Mom gave
me.

From her touch, I knew what she wanted. I
increased my pace. Although we lay on our sides, we shifted to a
higher gear, my cock gliding and riding in an’ out of her pussy. I
began to thrust my cock harder, deeper into Mom’s pussy. Grunting
her approval, she shamelessly, joyously tickled her fingers on her
pussy. Moaning with pleasure, Mom played with herself as her son
fucked her.

While I worked my cock in an’ out of her, I felt
her fingertips greedily play upon her clit. Thrusting harder, with
exertion I breathed deeply. I inhaled her fragrance. I smelled her
building arousal. In the dark of night, the sounds we created
seemed amplified. Beyond her bedroom and its open door, the rest of
the house was silent. Monica’s moans accompanied the music of our
incestuous union. The thrashing beat of our bodies, the noise of us
fucking upon her family bed audible for all to hear.

“God, I love whatta slut you are,” I
congratulated my mother. Feeling her building enthusiasm, I needed
to fuck her harder. My left arm trapped under her neck and my right
hand busy, filled with her tits. How could I hold her tighter?
How could I give Mom the fucking she craved? My right hand
brought her big boob up to her. She knew what her son wanted. Mom
shamelessly latched onto her own tit, sucking sinfully on it.

Freed to fuck Mom completely, I did so. My right
arm wrapped around her waist, my hand seized her hip. Locked on, I
pulled her snug to me. Holding her tight, my hips crashed onto her
ass, my cock drove deep into her pussy, Monica played with her
clit, Mom sucked on her tits.

Mother and son fucked. In an’ out, over an’
over, my cock slammed into her pussy; my hips rammed upon her
ass-cheeks; her fingertips danced upon her clit; she sucked on her
tit. With our close affinity, I knew Mom was close to cumming. A
dutiful son, I worked feverishly filled with the need to make Mom
cum.

“Oh gaaah…” Monica cried out. Mom rewarded me by
cumming. Is there no better feeling than experiencing your Mom
cum? I felt her body tremble on mine, cumming. My cock in her,
I felt Mom’s pussy tremor, cumming. I smelled her sweet scent,
cumming. I heard her heavy, satisfied breathes as she finished
cumming.

“Wow,” she breathlessly whispered.

“That was fucking awesome, Mom,” I admitted. She
turned to look back over her shoulder, and I saw she wore a guilty
grin. She was pleased she could please her son. Kissing my mom with
the pure love I felt for her, I confessed, “I love you,
Monica.”

“I know,” my mother laughed. “And…

“…I love you on me,” she confessed. Still
connected, still bonded, my cock still inside her pussy I knew what
my mother wanted from her son. I pressed firmer against her hot
body. When she rolled from her side onto her front, I came with
her. She lay on her frontside and I climbed over her. Lying over
her, using my knees to spread her thighs open I mounted my
mother.

Settling into my rightful place, I conformed my
young hard body to her ripe soft body. Although she lay flat on the
bed, Monica wasn’t flat. At 5-foot-5, she had compact, powerful
legs, thick thighs and full hips. Mom’s big butt provided
comfortable cushion. More cushion for the pushin’. Feeling her ass’
firmness as I lay on her soft back, I knew it was perfect on which
to thump upon.

I planned to pound da’ hell outta her, and Mom’s
body was built for it!

“You ready to finish what you started?” she
softly teased. Her succulent body shook with delicious merriment.
Seizing her wrists, I held her arms out wide. My chest pressed to
her back, I pinned Mom beneath me. She wasn’t goin’ nowhere!

My cock parted her pussylips and I returned
home. As my cock filled her pussy, I was again amazed at how tight
my mom’s fat pussy was. Hot, wet and soft, her pussy hungrily
squeezed her son’s cock. As snug a fit as my mother’s pussy is, I
envision it’s akin to the jelly being stuffed into a tasty freshly
made hot-from-the-fryer donut.

“Mmmm… Donuts,” I mumbled. We both chuckled at
Homer Simpson’s catchphrase. Is there nothing sweeter than being
so close to your mom that she enjoys your corny humor?

“Urgh… urgh… urgh… urgh,” we loudly grunted in
unity. My knees braced against the inside of her thighs, I thrust
forward. I drove my cock into her pussy. I grunted primally from
exertion. As she took my cock, she grunted primarily from primal
pleasure.

“Oh, fuck,” I growled. I loved fucking my mom in
this position. With her trapped beneath me, I held her pinned to
the bed. From my rightful place, I can powerfully thrust forward
generating force from my thighs and hips. Mom’s big butt, her
phat ass provided wonderful cushioning for my battering. My
mom’s ass is perfectly designed for her son to ram and slam upon;
like a bumper, Mom’s ass absorbs my collision compacting to let my
cock plow deep into her pussy before pushing back causing me to
withdraw from her pussy in perfect time to thrust forward again. In
synchronicity, our bodies perfectly matched proving the purity of
our incestuous union.

“Oh fuck,” I grunted as I humped an’ thumped
upon Mom’s fucking body, while I pumped my cock in an’ outta Mom’s
pussy.

“Yeah, yeah, yeah…” she softly cheered in unison
with our motion, loving every moment. She pushed back upon me,
demanding her son to fuck his mom.

“Yeah, yeah, yeah…” she blissfully mumbled. I
loved how my mother selfishly, shamelessly, guiltily sought her own
carnal pleasure. As I thumped down upon her, driving my cock into
her pussy she humped her pussy upon her bed grinding her excited
clit on her bed. Monica eagerly humped her bed as her son
enthusiastically humped her.

“Yeah, yeah, yeah…” Monica encouraged. Fast and
furious, as son and mother, we fucked. The sounds of our bodies
carnally coming together rang throughout her bedroom. Our
motherfucking symphony echoed down the hallway of our family home.
It was a race to the Finish Line, to see who would cum first. It
was a familial contest we were familiar with.

“Urgh… urgh… urgh… urgh,” we loudly grunted with
each of our thrusts. In her dark bedroom thundered our bodies
carnally coming together. In our quiet house, the sound of our
illicit mating was amplified. Breathing deeply from our strenuous
illicit activity, I smelled the scent of our sex. Our incest was
sweeter than any incense.

Mother and son were greedily consumed with
achieving our own pleasures. Yet we knew the other loved it as
much, if not more than. I was fucking the holy hell outta my mom
and loving every second of it; yet I knew Mom loved the fucking her
son gave her. As Mom selfishly sought her own pleasures, she knew
how great she was fucking her son.

Our grunts accompanied the drumming of my hips
hammering upon her ass, my cock sliding in an’ outta her tight wet
pussy. A sinful symphony resounded throughout our quiet home.

Her pussy danced upon my cock as her body
gyrated beneath mine. Her hips danced with piston-like efficiently
as they swung forward an’ back. She lifted and drove her ass back
at me in time to take my next thrust. My cock buried itself down
into her tight pussy. Then, in unison, we drove her body down into
the bed forcefully. There, Monica humped her pussy upon our bed,
Mom grinded her clit on her bed; me slamming upon, onto her mighty
ass with a mighty Thwack! We were more than mother and son;
we were a fucking team racing to cum first.

I knew Monica was almost there. Racing towards
the Finish Line, I kicked it into a higher gear seeking to catch
her, working to push Mom across the line. Then I felt her body
stiffen and soften. Her motion stopped yet her pussy trembled upon
my cock. She was silent and I knew: Mom was cumming.

“Oh faaahhhh…” I shouted in celebration. I was
right behind her. Slamming my hips onto her ass one last time, I
was cumming, too. Her son’s cock deep in my mom’s pussy, we were
cumming together.

“Oh gaah…” I moaned. I fired my first shot. It
was a thick and heavy load. My cock swelled and I ejected my second
and third loads of cum.

“Oh, yesss…” I sighed with relief. Stuffing her
pussy full of my seed, I felt Mom’s pussy fill and I slowly
withdrew. My cock halfway in her pussy, I fired a fourth and fifth
shot, my cum launching powerfully from my cock to dive into Mom’s
cum-laden pussy. I groaned from the wonderful release.

Not yet finished cumming, Mom’s pussy stuffed, I
withdrew to make room. My cockhead remained in her, my shaft prying
her pussylips wide. I finished cumming, depositing my final lava
flow of thick hot cum into her stuffed pussy. Holding her beneath
me, my cock stayed locked to her pussy corking my lively cum in
her. We lay there together, united as we recovered from our
affinity-affirming coupling. In the returning silence of our home,
we were more than son and mother, man and woman, Marty and Monica.
We were all we needed.

“Goddamn Marty, you cum-dumping motherfucker,”
Monica loudly cursed; her voice tinged with satisfied exhaustion.
With a bemused chuckle, my mother offered:

“How’d you like to become my Baby Daddy?”


Chapter One

Brooklyn, NY circa 2003

 


“Son, if you wanna get what you wanna get then
you have to finish what you started,” my father taught. For him
these words made perfect sense. Like Yogi Berra, my father
possessed an innate ability to express things in such a
straightforward manner they were often comical. Derived from his
nickname, his friends and family called these gems
Spike-isms.

When I was a kid, I loved being able to hang
around my father and his pals while they sat on the deck in our
small backyard. Actually, it was just a tiny lot of land but in
Brooklyn, this counted as a backyard; something our house owned
that our neighbors didn’t. There, these guys smoked cigarettes and
cigars, along with enjoying more than a few bottles of beers. ‘The
Guys’ hung out smoking, drinking and talked about anything and
everything; or, in their thick Brooklyn accent, where “Th-” is
pronounced with a “D-”, they would say it as: “D’is, d’at and da
udda’ d’ing.”

“If you ever wanna get sum’ of D’at, then
you gotta get some stick-to-it’ive-ness,” Spike taught his
young son using a language learned from watching too much John
Madden.

Back then, I didn’t understand all of what they
spoke of. However, while I realized some of the topics were boring
adult stuff, some of the things The Guys talked about were things a
young boy should not hear. Unlike overhearing Mom and her friends
talk about whatever mundane shit women speak about, I loved
listening to my father and his friends. They used colorful
language, odd expressions and were masters of euphemisms, along
with Dad’s Spike-isms. Better yet, if I was quiet they
allowed me to share a beer with them. Dad, or one of his friends,
would hand me a bottle of beer with the warning, “Don’t tell
Mom.”

I can recall many a time sitting out there with
The Guys absorbing their lessons:

“If you ever wanna get a lil something,
something then you gotta work hard to get it before you get to
work it hard,” Spike told his friend. I had no idea what this
meant. Yet, from the way the others all sagely nodded their heads I
knew it must be important. Along with their other pearls of wisdom,
I filed this away for future use.

“If they’re giving it away, it’s ‘cause it ain’t
that good,” they warned. All but a child, I thought they spoke of
free samples, and developed a fear of anyone offering a piece of
food attached to a toothpick. Eventually, I came to comprehend what
their words meant.

“If you work hard to get it, then you’ve earned
it and will enjoy it more better,” the wise men counselled; and, I
thought they spoke about the importance of hard work. Nowadays,
after working hard to get It, I earned it and enjoy, savor
and treasure it more than if coming easy.

“Winners never quit and quitters never win,”
They claimed. Dad pointed his finger at me and explained, “So,
Marty, if you ever want to win yourself some of D’at then
don’t quit, don’t take ‘No’ for an answer, be persistent and always
finish what you started.” As his friends laughed, Spike promised,
“Boy, do this and you’ll get D’at prize in the end, along
with a happy ending.”

While they all enjoyed a good laugh, I didn’t
understand all of what my father taught. Nevertheless, by this
time, I had figured out what D’at was, along with a few of
their other expressions. It took me a few more years of growing-up
before I finally got me a lil something, something, and even
longer before I discovered how to get me some of the ultimate
D’at.

If you like, I will share with you my adventure.
My hope is, just as other stories helped me, my own experience will
help you. My wish is my story will assist you in your quest, a
quest to seduce your own mother and get you some of
D’at.

But remember as Spike taught, “Nothing worth
gettin’ comes easy.”


Chapter Two

When did I realize I was in love with Monica,
the only woman I ever loved?

I always loved my mother, yet I don’t remember
when I fell in love with her. Maybe those two different forms of
love formed at the same time, or the first allowed the other to
come. I don’t exactly know. On the other hand, I do remember the
first time cumming while masturbating. It happened while I
fantasized about her. This may have been when she became locked
into my dreams, yet she probably beguiled me beforehand. Years
later, nothing got me off more than stroking it to fantasies of my
mother; that is, until I finally tasted the real thing; when I got
me some of D’at.

Endlessly, I read erotic and taboo stories
hoping to find a way to seduce my mom. I read those vintage
incest-based erotica books. Remember them? They usually had
a green or rusted orange border and a corny black-an’-white drawing
as a cover. I read pocket-sized letters magazines with titles such
as Family Touch, Forbidden Family, Family Secrets, Taboo Family,
and such not. Then, after Al Gore invented the Internet, I moved
onto reading taboo eBooks and visiting erotica sites that dared to
have incest-based stories on them.

I occasionally watched some of the incest videos
but found them more disturbing than stimulating. Most were
low-grade quality, filmed in some Eastern European country. The
female looked like a drug-addict, probably forced to do this by the
local mob for her needed next fix. The houses were dirty and
decrepit and, oddly, looked furnished from 1970s. When they spoke
in whatever language it was, this heightened the creepiness factor.
The English-speaking mom/son role-play videos were equally
off-putting. The male actor would refer to the female as “Mommy.”
After age six, what boy calls his mother, Mommy? Just as bad
was the female saying, “my son.” I’m certain my mom never used
sentences such as, “How was school, my son?” or “My son, can you
help me wash dishes.” Is it arousing or creepy for some
middle-aged ‘ho to say, “Fuck Mommy, my son. I want my son to
fuck Mommy?”

While reading taboo erotica provided plenty of
spank material, none seemed truly feasible. I mean, C’mon, what
doctor would convince my mother that she needed to take care of her
son’s sexual needs? Or, even more preposterous, what doctor or
nurse then becomes involved in this sexual dalliance? Please
explain to me, how would the conversation go where I coerce my aunt
into talking her sister into shagging her own son? Huh?

I often found the stories where the mother was
the aggressor to be captivating. Being an awkward teenage boy, some
of these stories seemed more plausible. Mom coming on to her son
seemed more believable than me sweet-talking her into my bed.
Right? Still, my hand rode up an’ down on my cock as I
jerked off like an out of control sexual deviant to these
grope-an’-go stories; but none seemed guaranteed to work in real
life. Growing up, we all remember this lesson, You only get one
shot, do not miss your chance to blow; This opportunity comes once
in a lifetime.

If you make a move on your mom, you only get one
chance. The question was: “If you had one shot or one opportunity
to seize everything you ever wanted in one moment, Would you
capture it or just let it slip?” You better succeed because if you
‘swing and miss,’ it’s basically Game Over. Knowing this, late at
night with one hand on my keyboard the other played with my
joystick as my imagination ran rampant. At night, I was a suave
vampire, a smooth-talking Casanova skilled at the ways of love. I
fantasized about ways to demonstrate my romantic talents and carnal
abilities upon my eager and willing Mom.

During the day, I tried to live the life of a
normal, healthy, loving son. In high school, I did have some
girlfriends. Occasionally, I was even able to convince them to give
me a lil something, something. Nevertheless, even getting
laid, like all teenage boys, this did not stop me from getting
familiar with myself regularly. Most often, I fantasized about Mom
and would cum best with her.


Chapter Three

In 2005, my family consisted of my father,
Spike; my 35-year-old mother, Monica; my 15-year-old sister, Gwen
and myself, age thirteen. That year, my family moved from “unsafe”
Brooklyn and its New York City public school system to the supposed
idyllic town of Montclair, New Jersey. Although this affected my
family in various ways, to me, I didn’t notice much difference.
Yes, Montclair High School asked more from its students than just
show up and don’t get arrested during school hours; but there was
just as much drugs available, one still knew to steer clear of the
dealers and you avoided certain parts of the campus. My family went
from living in a small duplex building to a larger single-family
suburban home where neighbors seemed to ignore each other.
Everything was spread out with nothing in walking distance. Yet for
my sister and me, it seemed as if we picked-up our lives and moved
it from here to there.

When I was in high school, my parents separated
and divorced. To me, this was not a big surprise. In the years that
led up to it, my father became a ghost. No longer was Spike the
fun-loving guy from my youth. Commuting from Montclair to Manhattan
everyday seemed to suck the life out of him. When he was home, he
seemed almost invisible. Instead of hanging out with his friends
out back having fun, Spike slumped down in a chair before the TV.
Isolated in his private den, he drank, smoked cigarettes and
yelled, “Don’t bother me.” In time, he was home less and less,
supposedly working late. Yet it was more likely he was at a bar or
worse. By the end, my father haunted the crappy local strip clubs.
Not the upscale joints in NYC such as Diamond Dolls and Scores;
like the strippers who washed-out from these establishments and now
shook their ass in cheap titty-bars, my father also hit rock
bottom.

“Enough,” Mom eventually said. For my sister and
I, this wasn’t a shock. We knew it was coming. Gwen and I wondered
why it took so long. By 2008-2009, Spike was more a stranger to us
than a dad. Nevertheless, my mother took their separation really
bad. For months after my parents separated, she cried on my
shoulder about it. During Mom’s crying jag, my older sister left to
attend Penn State and this only added to my mother’s list of woes.
I pretended to be the stoic, supportive son. Truthfully, I didn’t
know what to say while my mother bawled her eyes out. Spike never
taught me how to deal with this situation. So, I did the safe
thing. I said nothing.

“Oh god Marty, I’m sorry I’m such a mess,” she
apologized more than once.

Of course, I wasn’t just the loving son. I had
an ulterior motive. I hoped if I demonstrated to her I was strong,
dependable and caring, she would realize I was the perfect suitor
for her. And, if my life was one of those fictitious taboo erotica
stories, this would be when I made my move. Wiping her tears away,
I profess my love for her. Mom responds by kissing me before
leading me to her bedroom for some mind-blowing mother-fucking
sex.

Unfortunately, this was real life. Remembering
the axiom, You only get one shot… I timidly kept my mouth
shut. While I fantasized of seducing her I didn’t have, as Spike
would say, “a sure-as-shit way how.” Prudence told me to bide my
time.

“I’m done crying and feeling sorry for myself,”
Mom announced one day while she leaned on me for support. After
almost four months, the tears ran out. Rubbing her eyes dry, Mom
stood up and announced to everyone and no one in particular, “I’m
done. I’m ready.”

And she was.

“No more being a Gordita,” she told me
the next day after returning home late.
Gordita is Spanish slang
for a cute chubby girl, and Mom decided it was time to become
something else. After work, on her way home, as part of her
declaration of independence she joined Curves, the women-only gym
and wellness program.

While my father’s family was originally from
Russia, my mother was Cuban. With Cold War politics, one may think
my parents met in Cuba but this was not the case. My father and his
family came to the States in the 1982 via Odessa to Turkey and then
to New York. Fittingly, like ‘all’ Russian immigrants, they settled
in Little Odessa, the nickname for Brighton Beach in Brooklyn.
Seriously, why defect from Soviet Russia to move into a
neighborhood controlled by the Russian mob?

My maternal grandparents fled Cuba via a raft in
1964, true story! To avoid being detained by the U.S. Coast Guard,
my grandparents literally swam the last 50 feet to make it onto the
beach of the Florida Keys. Eventually, my maternal grandparents
settled and raised a family in Havana on the Hudson: Union City,
New Jersey. My parents met while both worked in Manhattan.

Before her declaration, I thought Mom was a sexy
Latina who carried her curves splendidly. She was 5-foot-5 on a
luscious full figure. As a budding perv, I explored my mother’s
closet checking out her shirts, pants and dresses. I discovered she
wore mostly size 14 dresses; yet oddly, her pants and skirts were
mostly twelves, her jeans 11’s and 13’s. Feeling adventuresome, I
boldly explored Mom’s dresser. There I discovered her pantyhose,
stockings, panties and bras.

Do I need to describe how wonderful it is to
touch the slick, sheer, smooth fabric to your mom’s
undergarments? Checking them out, I found or confirmed what I
knew. Although she owned a slew of panties in a wide array of
colors, she seemed to prefer the fuller style briefs, whether the
classic cut or the high-cut; along with some control-top briefs. As
one knows, it was quite a thrill to touch and feel her stockings
and pantyhose, especially the darker-hued ones.

Venturing further, I discovered Mom had as large
an assortment of bras as big as her boobs were. Stuffed in a
haphazard, no order mess, there were three drawers jammed full of
my mom’s bras. I laughed at the irony that if my dresser were in
such a state of disarray I would be in trouble.

It was titillating to pilfer through my mother’s
bras. They were an explosion of colors, and I guessed most matched
to a pair of panties. Examining them, Mom’s bras were of various
styles and materials, yet all seemed made from at least a yard of
fabric. The saying goes, Curiosity killed the cat… but
satisfaction brought him back. I was curious. Looking, I found
many of her bras had no label, but those that did came in differing
sizes. Mom had some bras that claimed 38D, others stated 38DD, some
said 40DD, a few 40E and a couple read 38F.

As a neophyte teenage boy, I held my mom’s
boulder-holders in awe. Yet, as an unknowing male, it confused me
how a bra with a label of 38D seemed bigger than one that stated it
was 40DD. With trembling fingers and adventurous trepidation, I
tried to figure out why every bra of hers seemed slightly
different-sized than the others. As I spread some of her bras on
her bed, I tried to gauge and analyze their differing sizes. Along
with my nervous arousal, the molded cups and underwires didn’t
help. None laid flat or assisted with clearing up my confusion.

All I knew was, I was so effin’ hard from
touching her bras my cock ached. Although clean, I knew they held
my mom’s big boobs. After stuffing them back in her drawer,
slightly terrified she would notice the change in the chaos, I
locked myself in my room and got to know myself better.


Chapter Four

“Hey,” I said to my older sister, Gwen. “Can I
ask you a question about something without you being a bitch?”

“You can try,” with good-humor, she warned. One
of the few good things about having an older sister was I used her
as a source for information, in exchange for ridicule. While we
weren’t buddy-buddy close, as brother and sister we were close
enough I could go to her for advice about girls.

“Alright, I kinda get it with you’s having to
try on everything when it comes to clothes; but isn’t it kinda
weird ya have da’ try on bras at a department store?” I wondered.
When nervous, my Brooklyn accent became more pronounced.

Even though I was mainly curious why our Mom
owned so many bras and of differing sizes, I needed to be
circumspect. I couldn’t ask my sister, “Why does Mom wear bras from
a 38D up to a 40F?” Right? Innocuously, I posed, “I mean,
don’t you guys know what your bra size is? So, I don’t get why
you’s are tryin’ on and buying different sizes, huh?”

“I bet if I go look in your closet, you’ll have
different size sneakers,” my sister shot back, defending all
females.

“Yeah, of course. Chuck Taylors run a full size
big, while Jordan’s are usually a half-size small,” I admitted,
referring to Converse’s All-Stars and the varied Nike Air Jordan’s.
“But still, I already know that.”

“Well, hooray for you,” she shot back. “We ain’t
got it so lucky.” Seeing my Yeah, I know that but I’m still
confused expression, Gwen softened her tone. She stated the
obvious, “God Marty, you got a lot to learn about women.

“But at least you’re trying; and lucky enough to
have a big sister to teach ya,” and we laughed. Gwen persisted on
calling me her “little brother” and claimed to be my “big sister.”
However, although two years older than me by age six I was the
physically bigger sibling.

A grown young woman, from her facial features,
hair and skin Gwen was obviously our mother’s daughter. They
differed in body though. Gwen was taller than our Mom, but shorter
than me; and she wasn’t built like our Mom. While Mom was petite
and thick, my sister had a medium build. She wasn’t thin but not
thick either. While not flat chested, she didn’t have boobs like
our Mom; and while she must’ve had an ass I never noticed. I knew
others found my sister attractive, including some of my friends;
but I didn’t think of her That way.

Gwen was my icky “big sister” who tormented me
whenever she could. As a result, I never bothered to size her up.
When I looked at my sister, I saw the brat who stole from the
bodaga and said I did it. When I looked at our Mom my little head
and big head yelled, “Fuck her, fuck her, fuck her, fuck her…”

“Okay, if you are asking, can I assume you
already know the basics about bras?” Gwen asked. I nodded in
agreement. “Aww, my little brother is already becoming a perv. Good
for you.

“You also know how I, like all women, have my
Good Day jeans when I’m feeling thin and my Fat Pants
when I’m either bloated or fat, right?” Being cautious, I shrugged
noncommittal. As my sister noted, “you got a lot to learn about
women.” However, I knew enough to know this was a dangerous
question to answer.

“Alrighty then, let’s use that as a jump-off,”
Gwen started then paused suspicious.

“Wait a sec,” she demanded. “Are you asking me
to find out what size I wear? Or is it Mom’s big tits you’re
interested in?

“God, you are such a perv!” she accused before
giving me a chance to deny. She laughed merrily at my discomfort
and I smirked at how close to the truth she was.

“It’s alright, I understand,” Gwen admitted.
Understand what? I wondered, but she resumed instructing her
brother. “Anyhow, as you better know, we come in all sizes and
shapes; and to add to this, our bras come in all shapes and
sizes.

“Female clothing companies are evil and lingerie
ones are even worse. Every bra, even from the same company, fits
differently. But the biggest thing is there is a noticeable
difference between the ‘lingerie’-style bras from companies like
Victoria’s Secret, Agent Provocateur and those compared to the
‘everyday’-style bras from companies like Maidenform, Vanity Fair
and such. Besides the different styles and stuff, the fucked-up
thing is they manipulate their customers,” my sister accused.

“Let’s be honest, the big girls are gonna wear
more of the department store bras I mentioned, while skinny bitches
are in the lingerie stores. So, to make the big girls happy, their
sizes run large so that you buy smaller sizes. It’s the opposite
the other way. To make the small girls happy, their sizes run small
so they then buy bigger bra sizes. Okay?” Gwen huffed.

“With a small-busted woman, there isn’t too much
variation with the fit. For someone in the middle, like me where
I’m a 34 small C, there’s some variation. If it’s someone
like Mom and her big tits there’s even more variation in the sizes.
Basically, the more material needed to hold her goods, the more
chance there is for the sizes to differ. If it’s a tiny-titted
bitch, there’s not much there to do anything with, but if she has
boobs like Mom, there’s more there to play with.”

Is she talking about bras or is my sister
talking about playing with Mom’s boobs? my deviant mind
wondered. I tried to hide my thoughts with a blank expression.
Thankfully, Gwen misread me.

“What I mean by ‘small’ is,” Gwen explained.
“…since there’s no half-sizes like with shoes and sneakers,
informally we use the terms ‘small’ and ‘full’. They’re similar to
the flats and sharps of music notes, yet differ. With music,
there’s A, B, C, D, and so on; and an A sharp is the same as a B
flat. Follow?

“Now like I said, I’m a ‘small’ C but that
doesn’t exactly mean I’m also a ‘full’ B. Instead, I’m a little
more than a ‘full’ B but less than what’s supposedly a regular
C-cup. Confused?”

“Yup,” I agreed. I wanted to know about Mom’s
bras and the treats she held in them; but, I couldn’t tell my
sister this.

“Good, because so are we!” Gwen claimed. “So, as
I was saying. If I go to Victoria’s Secret, I know I’ll usually fit
most of their 34C’s because they run small. I can use that as a
starting point but still gotta see if the bra fits right.

“But if I’m shopping with Mom and her big boobs,
then she usually shops in the full-figure sections at the
department stores; and believe it or not a full-figure 34C is
different than a regular 34C. So, for me it’s a guessing game, and
it’s the same for someone like Mom. I know she’s between a D-cup
and Double Dee’s, yet her bras vary a lot in their sizes. Remember,
like I said before, if it’s a tiny-titted bitch, there’s not much
there; Mom has… so, there’s more there to play around with,” my
sister explained. She held her hands up to her own chest. Cupping
her breasts my sister’s hands and fingers were spread out, as if
she were instead cupping Mom’s almost double her size tits. She
seemed envious of our Mom’s bigger boobs.

“Now, you do understand there’s a difference
between ‘everyday underwear’ and ‘sexy lingerie’, right?” I nodded
my head, yet my sister continued teaching. “We don’t wear ‘sexy
lingerie’ only when we’re planning to get a lil something,
something. There’s times we wanna feel sexy under some bum-around
clothes; or, maybe with a certain top our bra will show. Then we
wanna wear something nice and looks good. Or, maybe she’s wearing a
top that’s snug and Mom wants to show ‘the goods’. So, when Mom
wants to wear a sexy bra, they’ll be a different size then her
everyday ones. That’s just a few reasons why we gotta try them
on.

“And,” my sister huffed. “…None of this even
factors in things like the amount of support we want; the amount of
padding. Oh, and padding isn’t always ‘padding’ like you’re
thinking but added comfort; underwires affect how bras fit and
since their uncomfortable as hell that’s why we want extra padding;
and there’s a bunch of other stuff to consider. Plus… there’s the
fact our bodies change daily. There’s the whole monthly thing and
our hormones and there’s a bunch of other shit happening. But, like
I said before, depending how we feel usually determines what bra we
wanna wear more than anything else.

“Basically, dude, you got it easy,” my sister
pointed out. I grinned. I knew how right she was. All my boxers
were the same size and I wore the one I happened to pull out of my
drawer that morning.

“Oh, by-the-way, don’t believe the myth that a
woman feels sexy when she doesn’t wear a bra or panties. It’s the
opposite,” my sister instructed. “Usually it’s ‘cause she doesn’t
care and can’t be bothered.”

“If you see her wearing a cute bra and panties,
or buying them, that’s your signal. Got it?” With a wink, my sister
instructed; and my deviant mind wondered, Is she still talking
about our Mom? Is my sister subtly telling me to watch for when Mom
gives me the green light?


Chapter Five

“No more being a Gordita,” Mom declared.
She was finished grieving the end of her marriage and was over my
father. After kicking him to the curb and now a single woman, she
planned to make even more changes in her life. I, secretly, hoped I
would be one of those changes.

On the fortuitous day she made her
pronouncement, I sinfully, gleefully watched while she undressed to
change out of her work attire. With her son sitting on her bed, she
blithely stripped down to only a bra and panties. Mom seemed
unaware of my incestuous urges for her. Silent, afraid if I spoke
I’d break the spell and she would evict me. Soundless, I jubilantly
drank in the sight my mamasita bequeathed upon me.

Mom wore, I knew from my fixation for her, a
rosy-pink Wacoal Awareness bra that held her mighty bosom in place.
Even with its yard of fabric, she displayed an enchanting offering
of cleavage. While the cups were a full-coverage design, they
valiantly held her with enticing appeal. Part of her bra’s mystique
was, although lacking any opaqueness, overlaying the soft pink was
a shimmering darker rose floral print that drew one’s eye. My eye
drawn, with eagle eye vision, I spied the dainty details. In the
middle of her bra, on the center panel the bottom edges of her cups
swooped upwards and crossed over each other, cradling a small pink
bow. In my mind, I imagined my mother was offering herself to me,
gift-wrapped.

She wore the matching rosy-pink satin panties
that wrapped around her generous figure quite sensuously.
Surprisingly, yet much appreciated by me, her panties were made of
a pink lace fabric with the same darker rose floral print overlaid.
With its lace, unlike her bra, Mom’s panties offered a visible
glimpse of her beneath. The waistband was a thin elastic strip, and
I loved how she muffin-topped over them. Her thick legs
bulged proudly out from the leg openings. To me, she was a heavenly
cherub.

Finished undressing, she headed toward the
master bathroom. Mutely, I followed. Behind her, I loved seeing how
her ample flesh absorbed her bra and made me wish I were that bra.
From behind, I saw her panties held onto all of her ass with the
shiny material sparkling from the afternoon sun illuminating her.
Way at the bottom, I glimpsed the seam from the added cotton lining
providing additional comfort to a woman’s golden region.

Mom stepped onto the bathroom scale and we
watched it wobble its way to a weight of 168 pounds. I already knew
her measurements were about 38DD-30-40, and this seemed to confirm
my assumption.

Although I appreciated all of her, it was Mom’s
boobs I fixated and obsessed over. In my fantasies, I believed it
was always through her Treasured Chest that would ultimately lead
me to her other goodies, to her Pearly Gates. As such, all of my
unrefined stroke fantasies centered around me somehow getting at
her tits. I assumed from there I’d travel south.

This wasn’t how it happened.


Chapter Six

It was 2010; Mom’s and
my birthdays are only two days apart. As such, our family merged
them and celebrated them together. Our age difference was perfectly
22 years apart. This meant that when I became eighteen, she hit the
dreaded Four-O. Having read stories with this theme, for a year
leading up to the event, I yanked my crank to different variations
of this fantasy.

“May I escort my lady to dinner for her
birthday,” I solicited. This was the first time it was only us.
With her now a single woman, in my mind, I dreamed this was our
first date. She wore a loose semi-satiny lavender blouse that clung
to her in all the right places. With the dark lighting of the
restaurant and the way the folds and creases shifted every time she
moved, I watched with pleasure as new spots heightened and
highlighted while others receded into shadows. Unbuttoned at the
neck, when she moved I would catch glimpses of the long gold
necklace I gave her earlier, for her birthday. I loved how it
softly hung around her neck before V’ing down to her chest. With
the charm weighing on it, I envisioned the charm rested snuggly
between her tits. I envied the charm.

“Happy Birthday,” I announced raising my glass
in toast. She wore a black lightweight wool skirt that charmingly
hugged her hips before cascading down to end mid-calf. She wore a
pair of calf-length high-heeled black leather boots. When she
crossed her legs, I was able to catch a glimpse of the dark
stockings she wore. This left me to wonder if she was wearing
pantyhose or thigh-length stockings. Her boot-heels were tall
enough when standing next to me, she was only a little shorter than
me.

“Happy birthday to you,” she answered with a
smile and we chinked glasses; mine soda, hers wine. With my
obsession for her, one of the things I oddly found arousing was how
the zipper on the instep side of her boots only reached halfway
down the length. I imagined once unzipped, there would still be a
certain level of tugging required to remove them. Blessed with a
vivid imagination, I envisioned me tugging on them, her body
shaking erotically to the motion.

Mom, as expected, wasn’t handling reaching this
milestone with much aplomb. She was cranky about the fact she was
single at 40, while my 45-year-old father married a 28-year-old
trophy wife he met at rehab. In my fantasy, I envisioned her
getting her revenge by fucking someone even younger, her just
turned eighteen-year-old son. Back in reality, I tried to cheer her
up by pointing out how successful she was as bank manager. I
complimented how great she now looked. I told her how impressed I
was with her dedication going to the gym regularly; even though I
hated the fact she belonged to Curves, a female only gym. I
couldn’t join her or get to watch her exercise. Bummer,
dude!

In the three years since my parents’ divorce,
Mom gradually lost 32 pounds. By averaging less than one pound a
month, her body had time to adjust to the changes. She was down to
a sultry 136 pounds. Yet, she was intent on getting down to 125
pounds. Why? I wondered but lacked the gumption to ask. She
measured a svelte 36D’ish-26-38. In her happier moments, she’d flex
her arm and brag, “No flabby arms here.” I wanted to tell her she
had gone from a Gordita to a MILF, but bashfulness
prevented me.

“You’ve been wanting this for a long time, huh?”
Mom asked. During my mind-tripping, thinking about how great she
looked, I faded out to what she was saying.

“Huh?” I wondered. Could she be talking about
what I hoped she was talking about?

“I know you wanna come,” she giggled and
blushed.

“What?” I exclaimed baffled by what she was
saying. Yeah, I wanted to cum. I almost came in my pants thinking
about her and trying to interpret the meaning behind her words.

“You are now according to the State of New
Jersey officially a man,” she said. “So how’s it feel to no longer
be my boy but now my man?” she asked looking directly at me, yet
she seemed ingenuous. What? my mind screamed at my brain.
Before I could answer, my mother informed me, “Tomorrow, you have
to go to the post office and register for the draft.”

On her fortieth birthday, she took advantage of
the opportunity I would drive us home. My mother wasn’t much of a
drinker. She was what I like to call a “one, two, three drinker.”
One glass of wine and she’s good; two and she’s tipsy; three, she’s
merrily drunk. Tonight she reached her three-drink limit.

According to many of the taboo erotica stories I
read, this would be my chance to make my move; seize the
opportunity and take advantage of my more than slightly inebriated
Mom. With a hyperactive imagination, I envisioned us going to a
quiet ‘make-out point’ before going home to finish what I started.
In reality, things started out pretty good as we got in her car.
With me in the driver’s seat of her car, Mom leaned up against me
as I adjusted her seat to fit a man-sized body.

“You’re so good to me, Marty. So good for me,”
she murmured, slightly slurred. She kissed me on the cheek. My
pants became tight with the chubbie I sported. Leaving the
restaurant’s parking lot, I tried to figure out how to make
This happen; and if this was a fictional story I would
have.

Unfortunately, real life intruded upon us.
Within ten minutes of leaving the restaurant, she was sleeping on
me. Reaching an intersection I needed to decide whether I should
continue driving straight, toward ‘make-out point’ or turn right
and head home, Mom answered it for me by emitting a soft, gentle,
female snore.

I turned right.

Arriving home, she didn’t wake. Being a
gentleman and loving son, cradling her in my arms, I carried her
inside our house and into her bedroom. She never fully woke, even
after I laid her on her bed. Chivalry won the day. I pulled a
blanket over her, without undressing her; and
believe-you-me, the temptation was there. I kissed her on
the forehead and wished her “a good night.”

“I love you, too.” She mumbled. Turning off the
light, I left her bedroom the Man of Steel. I had to go relieve
myself of some excess pressure.


Chapter Seven

Yet the Moirai, the three sisters of
Fate, mercifully intervened. Cutting the deck, they dealt me a
fresh shuffle, a new set of cards along with a new perspective.
Looking at things anew, I realized I could use these to play a
winning hand.

On an unusually beautiful, warm, sunny day in
late September 2010, I got home after my classes. I was eighteen
and started my freshman year at Rutgers University. Since Rutgers
is in New Brunswick, it was only 35 miles away from our house,
making it an easy 45-minute drive. Although Rutgers is a public
university, it is one of the best public universities. It is also
New Jersey’s most expensive public school. With these facts, while
attending I decided to stay at home.

Parking my car in the driveway, I knew Mom was
home. Yet upon entering, the house was empty. After grabbing a big,
juicy, ripe plum from the kitchen, I headed toward the glass slider
that led to the backyard. While I stood in the opened doorway, I
took a bite from the juicy plum. Enjoying its sweetness, looking
out into the backyard, there she greeted me with a sight that would
forever change our lives.

With her back to me, along the fence at the rear
of our backyard tending her flower gardens was Mom on her hands and
knees. She must not have heard me come outside and kept her back
turned to me. And that’s what I focused on, her backside! For
years, I been a tit man, especially obsessed over my mom’s
big’ums. Then like Saul on the road to Damascus, I became
enlightened.

Mom was wearing a simple pair of white shorts,
ones I seen her wear many times before. Today though with her on
her hands and knees, her shorts stretched taut across her
ass-cheeks, highlighting their majesty. I was spellbound by the
vision I beheld. The scales fell from my eyes. With miraculous
insight, suddenly I understood why a man could obsess over a
woman’s ass.

She leaned further down to reach deeper into her
flowerbed and her ass responded by lifting higher. Her glorious ass
pointed even more directly at me. I watched Mom crawl along her
flowers; I studied her ass dance beneath her shorts. It was as if
someone took an oversized honeydew melon and split it in half.
After giving those halves the malleability of warm soft clay, they
then stuffed them into my mother’s shorts. While I admired her
resplendent rear, I saw her panty line dividing the moment her butt
ended and the back of her thighs began. I may have imagined it but
I thought underneath the seam that ran up the middle of her shorts
I could see the crease of her butt-crack.

I lusted at this shadow knowing hidden inside
her canyon was my mother’s butthole and even better, just an inch
below was Mom’s Pearly Gates. There hid my mom’s pussy, the
entrance to the Heaven I dreamt of returning to! My cock
snapped to attention so quickly it was in a painfully uncomfortable
position. My sleeping giant, previously hung to the right; now it
fought with my boxer shorts to stand proudly at full attention. At
first, I tried to just shift and twist my body to allow Lil
Willie to work his way free. However, my boxers were being
obstinate. The hip shake and leg twist weren’t enough. I had to
reach deep into my pants to grab hold of my stick and manually
shift him into a more comfortable position.

The Fates, having a twisted sense of humor, took
advantage of this opportunity to alert my mother of my
presence.

“Hey… Oh…” she twisted around to welcome me
home. Mom was greeted by the sight of her 18-year-old son with his
arm down his pants, his hand wrapped around his stiff crank.

“…umm, it’s great to see you, too,” she
awkwardly said to me as I burned with embarrassment.

“Oh, god I’m sorry. Oh god, I just had to… I
just had to…” I fumbled for words. I yanked my hand out of my
pants. My mother just laughed and my shame burned even more.

“Sweetie, it’s alright. Believe it or not, I was
young once and remember how young men don’t need any reason to
‘adjust their equipment.’” She laughed some more, “Remember, I’m
Cuban so I’ve seen baseball players touch themselves more than they
spit.”

“Okay, I just wanted to let you know I was home.
I’ll talk to you later,” I promised. Even though I felt relieved, I
still needed to get the heck out of there.

I beat a hasty retreat into the house. Once
inside, I fled to my room. I closed and locked door because I knew
this wasn’t a trashy erotica story, where the mom walks in on her
son jerking off and she finishes what he started. This was real
life and I did not want my mother walking in on me while I
expressed myself. I dropped my shorts and squirted some lotion on
my hand. Upon plopping down on my bed, I started to jerk off like a
depraved primate. I didn’t need any fantasies or pictures. I needed
nothing but the image of my mom’s butt doing its booty-shake in
those shorts. Less than three minutes later, Mt. Vesuvius exploded
and buried Pompeii in its greatest eruption ever. While taking a
shower to clean off my lava flow, I had an epiphany.

I knew how I was going to seduce my mother.


Chapter Eight

Isn’t it amazing how most of our greatest
insights come while standing in the shower? Maybe you remember how
Jane’s Addiction sang about, Standing… In the shower…
Thinking…

… and I knew how I was going to seduce my
mother. After drying off and getting dressed, I logged onto my
computer and searched the erotica sites. This time it wasn’t to
choke the chicken; it was for research. I remembered reading a
story titled “How to Seduce Mother.” At the time, I thought Wow,
that’s hot; but now, I knew it was perfect research for my
plan.

Written a few years ago, it took a minute to
find but I was determined. After downloading it and rereading it, I
knew the exact depiction wouldn’t work but the ideas it planted in
my brain were germinating. With the magic of the Internet, I hunted
down what a ‘massage oil heater’ is and where I could get one.
Miraculously, the nearby Wal-Mart in Garfield had in stock the
Master Massage oil warmer and its accompanying Master Massage 8 oz.
aromatherapy oil variety 4-pack. I ordered them both online,
selecting the Site to Store option.

“Mom, I’m heading out,” I yelled. Not waiting
for an answer, I grabbed my car keys. Out the front door, I ran.
During the half-hour drive to Wal-Mart, I thought about how to make
my plan work:

“Marty, do you mind giving me one those
fantastic back rubs?” my mother often asked at the end of the
night. For years, I been giving her back massages to relieve the
tension from work, or ease her sore muscles after exercising, doing
housework, working the yard or whatever.

Do you think I said no? In her bedroom,
she’d pull her matronly nightgown over her head and lay on her bed.
Underneath, she always wore a bra and a pair of panties. I would
give her a backrub, often using the body lotion she kept on her
nightstand.

“It’s okay if you want to open my bra, if it’s
in the way,” she regularly offered as I worked my way to the middle
of her back. As an obsessed sex-starved teen, getting to unfasten
my mom’s bra was an ultra-thrill, especially with my filial
fixation with her boobs. Lying on her frontside, her tits flattened
out and I could see the rounded edges of them spilling out from
beneath her. Oh how I longed to reach underneath her and
take them into my hands!. I massaged her sides as far low as
I dared but lacked the daring audacity to go so far as to touch the
exposed breast meat she offered her son.

I’d rub her lower back and she would let me go
down as far as I wished. The ignoramus I was, I never comprehended
how beneath her panties hid my mother’s pussy. Just a thin layer of
nylon separated me from Mom’s pussy. Beneath less than a sixteenth
of an inch of material was what I sought, Monica’s pussy. Yet, I
was young and dumb. Even the times I rubbed her sore thighs, I
blindly ignored my mom’s butt. Inexperienced and still wet behind
the ears, I was single-mindedly fixed on the idea I had to get to
her tits first. I thought this was the only way I would, or could,
get to her other goodies.

On this fateful day, I knew better. At Wal-Mart,
I swiped my credit card at the checkout for $110 dollars confident
I knew how I was “gonna get some of D’at.”

…Oh, if you think spending $110 is expensive ask
yourself, “Is it really, considering what D’at prize is?”
Adding up the total expenses, I spent more than this on girlfriends
I half-liked and only wanted them to give up some of the
chocha. Spending only $110 to finally get a lil something,
something from Mom, and keep getting some of D’at seems, to
me, a bargain.

Driving home, I was certain tonight Mom would
ask for a back massage since she spent time in her garden. I told
myself, Phase One starts tonight.


Chapter Nine

“Marty, come here and look,” Mom yelled from her
bedroom as I put away my purchases in my bedroom closet. Heading
in, her bedroom was empty.

“Where you at?” I questioned.

“In the bathroom,” she called out. Entering the
connected master bathroom, I felt the warm, moist steam that
lingered from her shower. But that wasn’t what really caught my
attention. There was something even hotter waiting for me. Mom, in
only a bra and panties, stood on her bathroom scale.

“Look,” she eagerly said, pointing at the
numbers the scale showed. Standing close to her, I could smell her
fresh-showered scent. And look I did, not at the scale but at
her.

She was wearing a white bra with layers of lace
that encased her bosom. It looked like a soft and comfy bra that
snugly held her breasts tight. I wished it were my hands holding
them. Her matching panties were a thin white nylon that wrapped
around and hugged her figure. The material was so thin and
semi-transparent it allowed me to make out her soft milky-caramel
skin underneath.

“Look, look, look,” she eagerly pleaded. Leaning
close, I crouched down. My shoulder rubbed on her bare thigh. I saw
the dial proudly pointed to 124 pounds.

“Wow, congratulations Monica. That’s awesome,” I
honestly told her. Maybe it was her excitement but she didn’t react
to me using her first name for the first time. Part of my scheme
was to change the dynamics of our relationship. Yes, I wanted to
fuck Mom; however, I calculated I would have more luck wooing
Monica. I knew she already teetered between seeing me as her little
boy and a young man. I needed to get her to see me only as a young
man not her baby whose shitty diapers she changed. Next, get her to
drop the ‘young’ part replacing it with ‘her man.’

Stepping off the scale, she girlishly bounced up
an’ down, clapping her hands from the joy of her accomplishment. I
watched her giddy body with my own pleasure.

“I’m so fucking happy. Do you know how hard I’ve
worked?” she asked. I knew how hard I was.

Surprising me, she jumped me. Wrapped in her
arms, Mom hugged me tight. She bopped up an’ down with merriment,
and I was painfully aware was how erect I was. On her last bounce
up, she surprised me by giving me a quick peck on my lips. It may
have lasted only two tenths of a second but I was cognizant of
every nano-second.

“Do me a favor, go in the top right drawer of my
dresser and get my tape measure,” she asked and I was eager to
obey.

Following her instructions, I opened my mother’s
top right drawer and was treated to the sight of all hers bras
tossed willy-nilly about. Shuffling through her boulder holders, I
found her tape measure and returned to the master bathroom.

“Great, can you please measure me? You don’t
mind, do you?” she inquired. To answer her question, I simply
stepped behind her and began wrapping the tape around her bust
line.

“Umm… excuse me,” She giggled at my
presumptiveness. Pushing the tape measure lower, she tittered, “I
know what that one is.”

“Can you do my waist and hips?” Mom asked.

Damn! I thought, but consented. My hands
shook a little as I wrapped the tape around her trimmed waist.

“Monica!” I jokingly chided. This time she
reacted with humored surprise. I sternly ordered, “Don’t suck it
in,”

“I’m not,” she lied. I waited and her guilty
giggles forced her to take a breath. After our laughs settled down,
I measured an impressive diminutive 27 inches. (Remember, it was 34
inches four years ago.)

“Can I lie and say it’s twenty-six?” she
conspired.

“I won’t tell,” I promised and she beamed with
glee. I winked conspiratorially at her.

“You’re so good to me, Marty. Now do my hips,”
she deliciously commanded.

Squatting down, Mom’s ass was chest-level with
me and I fought the urge not to caress those globes. My hands
trembled as I laid the tape along the swell of her hips and above
her butt. The tape crossed thankfully on her left hip and revealed
slightly more than 36 inches.

“I think we can call that thirty-six,” I
announced.

“That works for me. Okay, now get out of here so
I can get dressed and get dinner ready,” Mom promised as she pushed
back away from me. Returning her tape measure to her dresser
drawer, I checked the label of one of her bras and was surprised to
see printed 34D. Checking another, it claimed 34DD, which
confirmed that Mom now sported a yummy 34D’ish-27-36 figure.

Quickly, before Mom caught me admiring her bras,
I headed to my room. I had to take care of some pressing business
that suddenly sprang up. The only stimulation I needed was the
images of Mom in front of me, her measurements dancing in my head
and the sting on my lips from hers. Having jerked off a little
while ago, I was able to prolong and enjoy a second private
conference with myself. Whacking my dick to fantasies of Mom was so
much fun.

“Marty, later can you give me one of your
fantastic back rubs? After spending the afternoon in the garden, my
back is sore. You don’t mind, do you?” Mom asked as we ate
dinner.

“Of course not,” I told her. “In fact, I have a
gift for you and your accomplishment.”

“Oh goodie, what is it?” she girlishly
exclaimed.

“You’ll have to wait until later,” and my
40-year-old mamasita pouted.


Chapter Ten

“Phase One of your plan begins tonight,” My
reflection ordered.

In my bedroom, door firmly shut, I stood before
the mirror. I needed to get ready, to prepare, to psych myself up
to start what I needed to finish. It’s one thing to want to seduce
your mother. It’s another to have a plan on how to seduce your mom.
But, it’s a whole ‘nother level to put this plan into action!

That night, in the living room, we watched a
series of crime drama TV shows. In our house, we had an L-shaped
sectional sofa. Mom lay on one-half while I sat on the other half
of the sofa. Her head rested on a pillow propped-up on the elbow of
the sofa. Her bare feet rested next to me; since I sat with my back
ducked into the corner of the sectional, my legs spread toward the
chaise lounge section.

After the nine o’clock show, she changed into
her nightwear. Since it was a bit warm this evening, she wore a
thin cotton short-sleeve nightgown that reached just below her
knees. It was semi-sheer white with a light blue floral print on
it. Underneath, I saw Mom had on her white full-coverage bra and
white panties from earlier. It was her usual, plain, simple
nightwear yet its straightforward no-nonsense'veness made it
alluring and excited my young lust.

“Be right back,” I told her. When there was only
20 minutes left to the last show, I boogied out of the living room
and down the hallway to our bedrooms. Pulling out the massage oil
heater, I also grabbed a bottle of massage oil. I was tempted to
use the pink Exotic oil except the label read, “Oil awakens and
energizes your senses.” I knew that wouldn’t do, at least not
tonight. Instead, I grabbed the purple Soothing blend that
promised, “To help relieve stress and promote a sense of calm and
well-being.” I plugged the massage oil heater in on my mother’s
nightstand and returned to the living room in time not to arouse
her suspicions.

“Ready for your back massage?” I asked, after
the 10 o’clock show ended.

“I’ve been wanting you all night…” she said. I
knew although what she said might sound like an invitation it was
actually an innocent comment.

While my father was the master at Spike-isms; my
mother was his equal. She could be the girl from those That’s
what she said jokes. What’s that? It’s when a person says
something that can be interpreted as a sexual innuendo or
double-entendre, another person will joyfully quip, “That’s what
she said.” After hearing my mother say them a lifetime, my friends
and I would record them, if we had the chance. Sometimes they were
so, That’s what she said, that unless you had proof no would
believe you. Some of Monica’s greatest hits were:

After taking a test: “It was so long and very
hard. It was a lot of take in.”

Hey Mom, it’s gonna snow tonight: “I hope we get
a big one. Two or three inches doesn’t do it for me. I need a good
ten to twelve inches to enjoy it.”

“If you guys are gonna come in my backdoor, give
me some warning. Don’t just barge in there.”

“Are you gonna come, or do I have to come
first?” This was in reference to if I had a ride home or she needed
to pick me up.

“Can you finish after I come?” Again
transportation issues; she didn’t want us to finish early and then
have to wait for her in the cold.

“I drink a lot of fluids so that I can swallow
instead of spit.” Her explanation as to why she always has a bottle
of Crystal Lite in her hand.

And she had many more, That’s what she
said moments. So many, my friends and I wondered if she wasn’t
at least vaguely aware of the stuff she said. While others argued
she had to know, I defended my mom. I argued no, since she says
them to anyone anywhere.

Tonight, after turning off the TV and lights, we
left the living room. Together, she and I headed toward her
bedroom. We walked down the hallway and she stood at her doorway.
Before entering, she stopped and faced me. Mom finished her earlier
statement, “…then I can go to sleep a satisfied lady.”

“What’s that?” Mom asked. We entered her bedroom
and she saw a small black box sitting on her nightstand. The front
had an angled edge and, below, a black dial. From the top, a
plastic bottle poked out.

“That’s the gift I got you. I’ve been giving you
massages for so long, I figured I might as well do them right,” I
explained

“I hope you didn’t pay a lot,” she worried as
she pulled her nightgown over her head; keeping her arms in the
sleeves, she held it to her chest. She lay down on the bed and I
savored her glorious rear. I thought to myself, How did I not
notice before how magnificent an ass she has?

“Nah, it cost me $20 bucks. My friend Timmy’s
older sister tried to become a massage therapist but changed her
mind. So I got it from her,” I lied.

This was a load of bullshit. I didn’t even know
anyone named Timmy but I knew it would make my mother happy
thinking I got a deal. While saying this line of crap, I sat on the
edge of her bed next to my partially nude mother. Pulling the oil
from the heater, I felt its pleasant warmth on my hands. I drizzled
some onto Mom’s upper back. Instantly, her bedroom smelled of the
aroma from the lotion. The bottle claimed it was “lavender, orange
and cedarwood,” but honestly, as a dude I had no clue what the
smells were.

“Oh Marty, that smells wonderful and feels even
better,” she purred. Looping my hand beneath her long,
loose-flowing hair, I scooped it up and tossed her mane over her
right shoulder. Pouring some of the oil onto my hands, I began
rubbing her neck muscles. Softly, she sighed:

“Oh god, this feels so good. We should have done
this sooner. What did you wait for?”

Hearing her words and feeling her warm flesh, my
cock stood at full attention. Even after jerking off twice today, I
was at High Alert.

“Oh god, sweetie that’s so nice. Marty, you
spoil me so bad. I hope you’re gonna do all of me,” she said. I
wondered if she realized what she was saying and how her son’s mind
interpreted her words.

“Go ahead and open my bra, so you can do me
better,” Mom offered. I delighted as my slicked hands fumbled,
attempting to unhook those four rows of hooks. Finally, my mother’s
bra opened and the straps snapped back, released from the tension
of holding her generous tits. I pushed it to her sides and drizzled
some more of the warm slick liquid on her back.

“Oh sweetie, you’re the greatest. Has anyone
ever told you that?” I kept rubbing her back working my way to the
middle of her back. As I caressed her sides, I could see the swell
of her flattened tit-flesh bulging out from underneath. With her
cheering me on, I was tempted to reach down and touch her
tit-flesh. I wanted to but reminded myself: stay focused and
stick to the plan.

“Just you,” I promised. Grudgingly, I didn’t
give in to my urges. I didn’t ravish her. Instead, I poured a thin
line of oil down the middle of her back. Replacing the bottle back
in the heater, I focused on to the center of her back. My body was
buzzing with trembling arousal.

“Good. I want to be your only one,” she said. My
mind screamed, Holy fuck! Does she know what she’s saying?
As my hands rubbed my mother’s supple flesh I asked, Did she
just say she wants to be my only one? As in my exclusive
girlfriend?

“Ooh. Aaah, oooh that’s sooo nice,” she mumbled
into her pillow as I began rubbing her lower back muscles. As I
worked the oil into her flesh, I noticed how faint her stretch
marks were. Having touched her body many times before, I knew they
were there. In a perverted way, I found them arousing knowing I was
the cause of some of them. From the oil, they had a lighter sheen
then her milky caramel skin. Tonight I realized without the lotion
one probably would not know they were there. Now, exotically
highlighted, her body told how I was her son.

“Marty, that feels so wonderful. Thank you so
much,” She murmured into her pillow. By this point, I reached the
top edge of her panties. Without asking or saying a word, I pinched
the sides of her panties and pulled the back of them downwards. I
got to the top edge of the crack of her ass and stopped. This was
as far as I dared for tonight. I was surprised she hadn’t said a
thing. I assumed she was in a super-relaxed stupor.

“Umm, god that feels yummy,” she purred. I
dribbled some more warm oil on her newly exposed flesh and massaged
it into her body. I worked hard at loosening those lower muscles
resting on her tailbone. Amazingly, she simply sighed with
approval. I rubbed her hips and she breathily moaned with
appreciation.

Finally, I could go no further. I couldn’t stand
it any longer, I had to get out of there before I lost control. I
knew I had gone as far as I dared for Phase One. Even though she,
knowingly or unknowingly, played her That’s what she said
game I didn’t want to arouse any suspicions in her. I was aroused
enough for both of us.

“There you go,” I announced. I brought my hands
back to the center of her back and gave her a one-two whip-whap
clap. My greased hands smacked her slicked skin.

“I hope you sleep good,” I wished her. After I
re-hooked her bra closed, I reached over and turned the heater
off.

“With you I will,” she purred into her pillow.
She softly giggled as I climbed off her bed. I again wondered,
Does she realize what she says, or the effect her words have on
her son? I attempted to gracefully get out of there before Mom
saw the major boner I sported. On the way out, I shut off the light
and closed the door. Standing in the hallway, freed from her wicked
enchantment, I rubbed my hands together in satisfaction like an
evil villain who is pleased things are going exactly as he planned.
I thought:

I love it when a plan comes
together.


Chapter Eleven

Phase Two of my master plan didn’t commence
until a couple of days later.

“So hot shot, what do you have planned for this
Friday night?” Mom jokingly asked, after I got home from my
part-time night job. It was only 9:30 PM and she figured her
18-year-old son would head back out after changing from my work
attire.

“Nothing, I’m just gonna hang-out at home with
my mom,” I shot back. “If that’s okay with you…

“… Monica?” I dared.

“Great, I love having you with me,” Mom replied,
unfazed by her son calling her by her first name.

“And later, you can do me, again,” she said with
a straightforward sincerity. Mom informed me, “My body is aching
from going to the gym the last few days. I need you…” and she
paused. “…to give me another one of those magical back rubs.

“Will you do your mom?” she asked with a naïve
lack of guile. I was dumbstruck speechless. Blessedly, she didn’t
expect me to answer. She knew her son was willing to do his
mom.

She was already wearing her nightgown. Tonight’s
was a knee-length, ivory-color shiny satin; the shoulders and
three-quarter length sleeve a bright white lace that matched the
two-inch wide border along its wide V-neck collar. Although the
material was solid and denied me hints at the bra and panties she
wore beneath, the wide V-neck collar opened outwards to where it
crossed over her collarbone. It pleasantly displayed most of her
upper chest and allowed me to enjoy my mother’s cleavage.

“Umm… Yeah, sure. Just let me know when you want
it,” I dared to say; yet Mom didn’t outwardly react to my innuendo.
I headed toward my bedroom before she saw the dissolute grin I
sported or how her son stood at full attention. With unspeakable
desires dancing in head I thought, Phase Two starts
tonight.

“Ready to work your mother over? You ready to do
me good?” she inquired later that night. I hung out in my room
half-assedly doing homework. Mom popped her head in the open door
to ask her ingenuous questions. She grinned ready to go.

“Umm… ah, yeah sure,” I awkwardly answered. I
again wondered, Is she at all aware of the way she says things
to me? She’s gotta be, right? Right? I had no answer.

“Oh goodie,” she said, sounding more like a girl
excited to get a present than my forty year old mother. Since it
had been getting close to 11 o’clock, I turned the massage oil
heater on a little while ago, setting it on low.

Following Mom into her bedroom, she treated me
to the sight of her fantastic derriere when she pulled her
nightgown over her head. She was wearing white nylon panties that
fully encased her ass. They had a hint of see-through’ness,
but tonight I hoped to see more. I waited for her to lay on the bed
and get comfortably settled. When she was in place, I sat next to
her. Trying to seem casual, I unhooked her bra.

“So what’s new?” I asked, hoping to distract her
while my trembling hands repeated what I did two days ago.

“Oh nothing much; Terri had me work on my legs
yesterday, doing squats. Now my legs and lower back are sore as
fuck,” and she giggled at her cursing. “You’re a bad influence on
me. I hope you don’t mind if I ask if you’ll rub my legs, do you?”
she replied, without saying a word about me pulling the back of her
panties down to the crack of her ass.

“I gotcha,” I reassured her. Rubbing some of the
warm oil on my hands, I drizzled the bottle over her; I drew a line
across her shoulders.

“Oh god, I love the way you touch me,” she
purred. “I feel like putty beneath your hands and you can do
anything you want with me.” I just started massaging her shoulders
and her words already had my cock hard as steel.

“Oh Marty, you are so good. I’ve wanted this for
so long,” she sighed as I touched her hot flesh. Tenderly, I worked
her neck.

“That’s it, give it, do me good,” she said. I
drew a long line of oil down the length of her spine. My mind was
spinning. Yet again I wondered, Does she know what affect her
words have on her son? She can’t, can she? Lust raged through
my veins. Rubbing the middle of her back, I had to stay away from
her sides. I feared if my wandering fingers got too close to the
exposed swell of her flattened breasts, tonight I wouldn’t be able
to stop myself. As I struggled to control my urges, part of me
wanted to fight it, part of me wanted to submit. In my mind Star
Wars’ Davish Krail, Gold Five ordered:

Stay on target. Stay on target…

“Oh that’s it, that’s it, right there,” Mom
moaned. My thumbs pressed deep into her spinal muscles. Hovering
over her, every time my boxers rubbed along my cockhead, I feared I
was going to have a messy situation.

“Oh that’s the spot, right there. Oh Marty,
that’s it,” she sang. I rubbed the very lowest part of her back,
the spot exposed by my earlier lowering her panties. “God, you
doing that makes me realize how sore my ass is.”

“That’s all right, I’ll loosen you up,” I boldly
promised as I worked on her hips. While I did this, I tried to
nonchalantly push her panties further down. Mom said nothing when I
reached the swell of her hips. Pinching the sides of her panties, I
began pulling them over her hips.

“What are you doing?” she wondered quizzically,
but lacked a scolding tone. Mom sounded more curious at what her
son was doing than upset he was trying to undress his mom.

“What?” I answered. “What’s the big deal? It’s
just me and you; I mean, so what?” I tried to say in my most casual
voice. I knew this was my point-of-no-return. In my room, I
practiced saying this so many times I hoped it sounded like a
casual, natural, off-handed thing. I hoped she wouldn’t hear the
extreme nervousness I felt attempting to perform this risky
maneuver.

Blessedly, she silently agreed. She lifted her
hips just the littlest bit I needed to pull her panties over the
swell of her hips. Once her panties cleared her hips and ass, in a
smooth, efficient motion I continued to pull them all the way down.
She assisted silently shifting to let her panties slip down her
legs. Then they slipped off her feet. I marveled at the sight of my
mom’s panties, which now were in my hands instead of on her! Davish
Krail, Gold Five, ordered:

Stay on target. Stay on target…

Reaching over her exposed body, I laid her
panties on the other side of my mom. I marveled at her unrestrained
butt. It sang to me in its glory.

“Remember to behave yourself,” Monica warned her
son. I silently thanked her because I was on the edge of the cliff.
I knew I was at the make-or-break point. I was on a razor’s edge
and I had to dance lightly but perfectly.

“‘Kay,” I answered. My hands shook. I started
again by massaging her lower back, but not too low. I was about
two-thirds of the way down her back. I felt safe restarting
there.

“Oh Marty, that’s so nice,” she muttered into
her pillow. I used the base of my hands to really get in there, to
work her taut spinal muscles. I pushed my hands upwards working
those muscles loose. Yet every time I reset my hands, they were
just slightly lower until I was touching her just at the start of
Mom’s ass-crack.

“That’s soooo good, oh yes, that’s it,” she
whimpered. I started spreading my hands outwards in a V’ing motion.
Pausing to regain my composure, I rubbed some more oil onto my
hands. Ready, I continued starting lower an’ lower on each stroke.
I was now touching my mom’s ass and she wasn’t stopping me!

“Oh that feels wonderful, Oh Marty, you’re
fantastic,” she encouraged. I was halfway down her ass. At this
point, I dared to be a little bolder. I trickled the warm oil
across her ample rear.

“Careful there buddy,” Mom warned in a playful
tone. Then she softly laughed when I laid my hands directly on her
butt-cheeks. Amazingly, she said didn’t stop me.

Stay on target. Stay on target…

I remained focused on the wonderful sensations
it was to be gently massaging my mom’s ass. Spreading my fingers
wide, each cheek was much more than a handful.

“Oh my god, that feels so good. Oh god, don’t
stop, please don’t stop,” she pleaded. I began to knead my mom’s
ass-cheeks like two balls of dough. In a daze, I watched my hands
as they grabbed handfuls of Mom’s tasty butt. Emboldened, I began
spreading her ass-cheeks apart; not enough to get a full view but
enough to see a few stray hairs hiding in her canyon.

I moved farther down and palmed the lower half
of her globes. Holy fuck! my body screamed at my brain. To
make things easier, to get into a better position, I climbed onto
her bed. I was looming over her, and she said nothing! Placing my
left leg on the outside of her left leg, I pressed my right leg
between her thighs, forcing her to have to open her legs for
me.

“That’s it, that’s it,” Mom encouraged. With
both hands, I massaged the outside swell of her rump. From my view
above her, Mom’s ass shimmered invitingly. While my hands massaged
her ass, the soft bedroom light danced off the sheen of oil. My
lust fought with me. My primal lust for my mother sent me images;
it urged me to run my tongue across those slicked cheeks. Gold Five
ordered,

Stay on target. Stay on target…

To control myself, my hands descended farther
an’ further. I worked my way down my mother’s luscious body. I
began rubbing the back of her thighs. I could feel the slight
roughness from the stubble of the hairs trying to sprout on her
legs. Thankfully, the massage oil worked at softening her stubble.
To distract myself, I tried to guess the last time my mom shaved. I
guessed, It’s been a few days and she was slacking off.

While I rubbed the back of my mother’s thighs, I
was in position to spy the bottom strands of my mother’s bush. My
eyes fixated on those erotically dark pubic hairs. I fought against
my body to not cum. I was so hard, so aroused I was on the verge of
spewing and fought not to. To save myself, I stayed away from her
inner thighs.

“Oh, that tickles,” she cried when I caressed
the backs of her knees.

“Umm, that’s it, Oh god Marty, you are a
magician,” she softly complimented. I tenderly massaged her
well-shaped calves. As I stroked her calves, my eyes pointed
forward. With her legs spread slightly open, I could see more of
her bush. I even thought I could see hints of my mother’s
pussy.

“Okay, done,” I announced. I couldn’t take it
anymore. I had to get out of there. I had to get out of her bedroom
and away from her to break free of her enchantment. It was either
go jerk off, beat my dick like a sex-crazed perv who wanted to fuck
his mom or else I was going to ravage the biscuit lying before me.
Gold Five ordered,

Stay on target. Stay on target…

“Thank you, Marty, you do me so good,” Mom
dreamily mumbled into her pillow.

Gingerly climbing off the bed, I stealthily got
out of there before Mom saw the major boner I sported. I feared if
she saw how much I enjoyed molesting her, she wouldn’t let her son
do it anymore.

“Good night, Monica,” I bade on the way out the
door. I heard her softly chuckle, amused as I shut off the light
and closed the door. Behind my locked bedroom door, I barely got my
shot-rag in place before the fireworks were exploding.


Chapter Twelve

The next morning, after finally waking up, I
ambled down the hallway to the kitchen. Mom stood at the stove
cooking. With the sunlight shining upon her, I could see my mother
wore a black bra and matching panties underneath her nightgown from
last night. I inwardly smiled to myself, confident I was the cause
for the change of undergarments. Fate alerted her of my presence,
turning to me…

“Come,” she ordered and I almost did. When I was
about three feet away from her, she jumped at me and wrapped me in
a hug. Jumping up an’ down like an excited young girl, her body
slid upon mine, causing some very pleasant sensations to course
through my body.

“Thank you so much. I haven’t felt this good in
so long. Gosh Marty, you make me feel so good,” she complimented.
Her body bounced up an’ down against mine. On her last hop up, Mom
kissed me on my lips. “I love you so much.”

Thankfully, Mom released me from her grasp
before she noticed the raging hard-on she gave her son. Taking a
few steps back, I hurriedly turned to face the cabinets. Opening
one of the bottom cabinet doors, I searched through the boxes of
cereal in an attempt to hide my erection from her.

Saturday night I had to work until 11 o’clock.
By the time I got home, the house was quiet and dark. I assumed Mom
was in bed asleep. Changing out of my work uniform, I took a shower
to rid myself of the smell of deli foods. Back in my bedroom, I was
putting on a pair of pajama bottoms when there was a knock on my
door. Without an answer, it opened.

“Are you ready to do me?” my mother asked. She
wore a shiny dark-blue satin sleeveless nightgown that reached her
knees. The scooped neckline was scalloped and a softer blue with an
embroidered floral design. The seam between the collar and gown was
pleated to allow it to flow over her sensuous form. Sadly, it did
not offer any opaqueness to glimpse what Mom had on underneath.

In my heightened state of arousal, I noticed the
bottom edge of her nightgown had matching floral trim to her
collar. Below her hem, Mom’s bared legs gleamed. With eagle eye
vision, I appreciated how her legs were shiny smooth. I also
noticed that for someone who seemed to have been sleeping moments
before, her hair wasn’t tousled. Instead, it seemed to be recently
brushed into place.

“Umm, yeah sure. I’ll do you,” I bravely shot
back, wondering if she would catch the innuendo or be offended.

“Great, come,” she just merrily ordered.
Spinning on her heel, she pranced back to her now lit bedroom.
Does she know what she’s saying to her son? She must know what
she was saying, right?

I pondered this as I stood there and watched her
butt-cheeks dance beneath her nightgown. Again, not having an
answer to her That’s what she said game, I followed behind
her. Standing next to her bed, Mom pulled her nightgown over her
head as she’s done many times before and held it to her chest.
However, tonight she treated her son to her completely bared
backside. There was no bra strap cutting across her back, nor were
there any panties cuddling her majestic ass. It was already
proudly, and invitingly, on display. My mind screamed at me,
Jesus H. Christ.

In stupefied amazement, I watched her
nonchalantly plop down on her bed. She landed with a muffled thump
and her body softly shook as her bed pressed back up before she
settled into place. Mom’s butt was arched. Her ass curved high and
called to me. I stood there admiring its impressive grandness. I
gazed upon my mother’s nude form with awe. I drank in the sight
before me and was glad I wore loose fitting pajama bottoms because
my cock went from chillin’ to snapping to full attention
quicker than if General Patton paraded by.

“Earth to Marty! You just gonna stand there
daydreaming about nothing?” my mother wondered.

Either Mom didn’t grasp I was staring in rapture
at her ass or she chose to pretend she didn’t notice her son ogling
his mom. Returning from my mind trip, I grabbed the already warmed
massage oil. Sitting on the edge of her bed by her feet, this is
where I started tonight’s massage. I lifted both of her legs and
laid her shins across my thighs, conscious of the fact my hard cock
pointed vertical. Pressing on my stomach, lil Willie
threatened to escape by popping out over the elastic waistband. One
of Mom’s cats sat on the far side of her king-size bed. It eyed me
suspiciously. I hated the thing.

Attempting to refocus on my mom, I was so
dazzled and dazed I felt a sense of disconnect. While I sat on my
mom’s bed with her nude bod on mine, I also felt as if I was
watching this occur. Popping the cap to her warmed massage oil, I
rubbed some onto my hands. It’s heady aroma had me feeling as if I
was tripping. I watched myself take her left foot into my hands and
began to knead the tension from it. Holding her left foot up, I
pushed her right leg down toward my knees, spreading her legs
slightly apart. My mother willingly treated me with a deep view of
her inner thighs that hid her Paradise.

“Oh Marty, you are a god,” she sighed into the
pillow her chin rested upon. I focused on the sole of her foot,
before working my way up her ankle. Rubbing her calf, I could feel
the silky smoothness of her freshly shaven legs. It was a charming
improvement to yesterday’s rough stubble.

“Marty, you’re so wonderful to me,” she
muttered. I began my ministrations on her right foot. I worked my
thumb into the arch of her foot and she whimpered with exotic
pleasure.

“That’s it, yeah right there, oh yes,” she said.
Cupping the heel of her foot, I worked at getting it loose. After
refreshing my hands with some more oil, I worked further up her
lower leg. I squeezed her calf muscle beneath my fingers and felt
it slowly release its tension.

“Move over…” I ordered my mother.

“…Monica,” I remembered to add. Lifting her legs
off my thighs, I told Mom to move more to the center of the bed. As
she obeyed my commands, I watched her captivating body shimmy over.
Her cat surprised by the motion fled. Straddling her lower legs
with mine, I began the exquisitely painful exercise of rubbing her
upper thighs while fighting the urge to grope her. Each hand worked
on its own thigh and my mind sang with ecstasy.

“Mmm… yeah,” she softly groaned. My fingers
caressed the tender softness of her legs. Mom’s enchanting derriere
hovered just below me, begging to be fondled.

Stay on target. Stay on target…Davish
Krail, Gold Five, again ordered.

The urge to just grab my mom’s majestic
ass-cheeks and maul them stormed through me. I strove to remind
myself to stay focused, take it slow, slowly work my way up to
there.

“Oh Marty, oh Marty, that’s so… god, that’s so…”
she whimpered. I patiently massaged her thighs.

The backs of my hands rubbed against themselves
as I attentively began to rub her inner thighs. Wordlessly, Mom
spread her legs a little farther for me. In return, I worked
diligently at rubbing the delectable softness beneath my touch. As
I pushed her supple thigh meat apart, I was rewarded with a passing
glances at the bottom edges of her Pearly Gates. Tonight,
there was no brush obscuring my view. Tonight I saw true
Paradise. I gazed upon the bottom tips of my mother’s bared
pussylips. It was better than dying and going to heaven.

“Oh god babe, that feels so fuckin’ good,” she
moaned. My mind was swirling at the fact my hands were but inches
from what I dreamed of.

“God, you are so bad for me,” she laughed
bemused at her cursing. “You’ve corrupted your mom. Are you proud?”
she asked.

“Sure, Monica, why wouldn’t I be?” I answered to
my mother’s question. Then my hands started to come on Mom’s mighty
rump. With a fake level of confidence, I massaged my mother’s ass
as if this was a normal, natural everyday occurrence. I tried to
portray that a son rubbing, massing his Mom’s naked ass was an
ordinary thing for them to do.

“That feels so… so… so good, Marty,” Mom
praised. I sinfully enjoyed witnessing the oil I drooled upon her
butt-cheeks trickle down into the Happy Valley that was the
crack of her ass. I, again, loved how I could palm each cheek and
there was still more remaining. I savored the pleasure as I
massaged the outer swell of my mom’s fine ass.

“Ooooh, that’s sooooooo sweet,” she purred while
my fingers manipulated her hip muscles. She squirmed beneath my
touch, her body wriggled beneath me. I loved the feel of her legs
rubbing along mine. I was thankful I was above and behind her. With
her chin into her pillow, propping up head up, she was mostly
pinned beneath me. Without her majorly shifting, she was unable to
look back and see my cock was so hard it ached.

Stay on target. Stay on target…Davish
Krail, Gold Five, continued to order in that calm, focused manner
of his.

I couldn’t take the torture anymore, I had to
release my hold on Mom’s rear and start working on her back. I was
afraid I was gonna lose the façade of composure I displayed. My
lust tormented me with images of me yanking down my pajamas and
mounting her. I knew I needed less than 10 seconds start and
finish; yet, I also knew I’d never get to ride this filly
again.

“Marty, you spoil me so rotten,” she claimed as
I massaged her lower back muscles. Tonight, they were already soft
and malleable. Still, it was gratifying to feel her suppleness
beneath my adoring hands. As I worked my way up her back, I had to
continually lean farther and farther forward. This caused me to
hover just above her. I felt her simmering body heat.

“Sweetie, that’s so nice,” she purred when I
began to stroke the back of her neck. From my leaning-over-her
position, occasionally my chest would graze on her butt-cheeks. I
could feel some of the oil transfer onto my chest. I silently
laughed at the idea I wore my mom’s butt-prints on my chest.

“Okay sweetie, let me go to sleep on this cloud
you’ve given me…” she softly ordered. Turning her head to the side
she continued, “But first, give me a kiss goodnight.”

I leaned forward to give her a peck on her
offered cheek. However as I did, she continued to twist around. My
lips landed upon hers and we held our kiss for an eternal
second.

With a smack of our lips, I dismounted my mom’s
body. As I stood, she laid there content. Leaving her room, she
yelled out to me, “Marty, I love you.”

Flicking off the light switch, I called back, “I
love you, too, Monica.”

Closing her door, I knew I was the happiest man
on Earth. I knew that like Luke Skywalker I was thisclose to
my target. I just needed to finish what I started.


Chapter Thirteen

Is there anything suckier than a rainy
spring Sunday afternoon?

Having worked a morning shift at the grocery
story, I was home bored and camped out at in front of the TV. With
no real sports worth watching, I had on an old movie, Across the
Universe. It’s a favorite of mine. Sprawled out on the sofa, I
perked up when Mom showed up in the living room. Like a typical
chick, she was wearing a football jersey oblivious to the fact the
Super Bowl was months ago, and the next game was even more months
away.

The fact she was wearing a football jersey
wasn’t completely unusual. With her diminutive stature, she could
and often did wear a man-sized jersey as a nightgown. This
afternoon she wore a throwback jersey of her childhood New York
Giants hero. It was a dark blue jersey with red and white trim and
the number 89, for tight end Mark Bavaro. The sleeves reached
passed her elbows and the bottom hung to just below her knees. What
made it unusual though was it was only the afternoon and Mom was
dressed for bed.

“You feeling alright?” I asked with gentle
concern. I couldn’t have my mother getting sick. I planned to
progress to Phase Three of my plan and didn’t want any set-backs.
Although I had my plan, I didn’t have any fallback options to
it.

“Yeah, I’m fine; just bored, like you. I was
hoping to get my massage early and then take a nap. That is, if
you’re up to doing me,” she offered in her usual unaware That’s
what she said manner.

“Sure, Monica, I’ll do ya,” I eagerly answered
and reached to grab the remote to stop the movie. In a graceful and
fluid move, Mom grabbed my hand and sat her delectable figure
alongside me. She draped my arm behind her neck and pressed up
against me.

Damn, she smells sweet, I thought, and
feels even better.

“No, let’s wait ‘til this is over. I like this
movie and it’s almost over,” Monica ordered. I knew the first part
was true. Across the Universe is a romantic musical that
uses the songs of the Beatles to tell the story of a poor English
immigrant and a rich American girl during the Vietnam conflict. I
always found it amazing how the writers were able to have the
characters sing all those classic Beatles songs as the vehicle to
tell the story. However, I also knew there was about an hour of the
movie left; but with Mom’s warm, soft form curled up beside me, I
wasn’t going to argue this fact.

We enjoyed the rest of the movie in a charming
serenity. To have my mom’s exquisite essence resting on me was its
own reward. When she nuzzled her head upon my chest, I was afraid
she was about to fall asleep on me, especially when she shifted and
curled her nude, exposed legs onto the sofa in an ultra-feminine
pose only women can achieve and still be comfortable. I loved to
see her shapely milky-caramel legs wrapped up on the other side of
her. From her position, she leaned all of herself upon me and I
loved the feminine feel of body on mine.

I discovered she hadn’t fallen asleep when we
laughed at the amusing scene with Sadie and Jojo singing, “Oh!
Darling.” Then I felt her humming, on my chest to, “Happiness is a
Warm Gun.” With all that was going on between us, the closeness
that existed, and my desire to make Monica my girlfriend, I forgot
that although I was eighteen, Mom was born in 1970, the year the
Beatles officially broke-up. Growing-up in the Seventies, Monica
was still exposed to the Beatles and their enduring influence.

When Max sings, “Hey Jude,” she couldn’t resist
singing along. We both sang along to the closing song, “All You
Need Is Love.” At the end of the movie, when Jude sees Lucy across
the rooftops, Mom surprised me. She twisted around and planted a
solid, direct kiss on my lips. I welcomed how warm and soft her
lips were as she held them to mine. Releasing her kiss, Monica
proudly told her son, “I luv you.”

“My turn,” she said before I could respond.
Quickly she bounced up and stood before me. Monica held her hand
out to me. When she went to pull me up, I playfully resisted.
Grabbing my hand with both hands, she petulantly tugged on me. Mom
urged, “Come, dammit, come. Come on, come.”

Coming, I surrendered to her womanly charms. I
came for her. When she jerked on me, I sprang up and stood directly
before her, almost looming over her petite being. Surprisingly, she
bolted out of the room scampering away like a naughty schoolgirl,
and not my 40-year-old mother. I heard her guilty-sounding giggles
as she dashed toward the other end of our house and her
bedroom.

“Did you get lost?” Mom pouted. She sat on the
edge of her bed; that is, until she discovered the reason for my
delay. I handed her a copita of sherry.

“Marty, you spoil me so good,” she toasted.
After she enjoyed a couple of small sips, she placed the small
wineglass on her nightstand, next to the already turned-on massage
oil heater.

“Okay, time for you to give your old mum some of
your magic,” she ordered. Carefree, she pulled her football jersey
over her head. Shaking her long, dark hair free, she removed it
completely and tossed it toward the far side of her bed.

“You ain’t old, Monica,” I corrected, and Mom
smiled as though receiving the grandest compliment. With her grin,
she relaxed on her bed and treated her son to a superb sight. This
afternoon, she wore lustrous bright-red undergarments that matched
the red trim of her disrobed football jersey. Her red bra had the
matching lace styling prominently displayed in her panties. The
main body of her panties was nylon with a lace pattern embroidered
on it. Resting above this was a wide, decorative lace waistband.
Unlike many of my mother’s fuller-cut panties, these did not fully
enclose her ass-cheeks. The bottom outer edges cheekily poked out
from the leg openings. I drooled in appreciation. I lusted for her
as I appreciated her choice.

“You ready, Monica, for me to do ya?” I asked as
I sat alongside her; glad to be wearing loose-fit jeans that hid
the woodie I sported. Mom just gaily giggled while I pulled
it out; pulling the bottle of massage oil from the heater. I
discovered it was a new product Monica purchased herself. The
bottle’s label read, “Shunga,” with a drawing of an oriental
couple. Below, it stated, “Erotic Massage Oil; Romance;
strawberries & champagne”

Upon opening the bottle, the scent of
strawberries invaded Mom’s bedroom. “Doesn’t that smell great?

“Now get to work and do your mom right.”


Chapter Fourteen

I unhooked the matching bright-red bra to those
luscious panties that hugged her ass so well. When I pushed the
shoulder straps up and out toward her shoulders, she quizzically
wondered, “What?”

“Get this out of the way. I don’t wanna get any
on it,” I confidently ordered and my mom complied. Starting with
her left arm, she slipped the shoulder strap off. After her right
arm slipped through the other strap, I softly tugged her bra out
from underneath her; all the while trying to act as if it is
perfectly normal to remove your mother’s bra. Once successful, over
her back, I held her red bra high in the air, as if to symbolize
the mighty trophy I just won. Proudly, I tossed it over to where
her discarded jersey lay.

With the massage oil, I drizzled a cross upon
her back starting at the base of her neck and running along the
shallow valley created by her spine down to the edge of the bright
red waistband of her lacy panties. I drew the horizontal portion of
her cross directly in line with where her boobs lay beneath. Mom’s
tits tantalizingly spilled out from beneath her.

“Mmm…” she purred. Holding the bottle of oil
about a foot above her, I let a thin trickle of oil start at the
edge of where her right breast bulged out from beneath her. I
watched as the line I created ran up the slope of her side-boob, up
her side, across the plateau on the right side of her back. The oil
drooled down into the valley of her spine and up the other side of
the shallow ravine. The oil glazed a line across the plane on the
left side of her bare back and down the cliff that was her ribs
until the oil dribbled down the side of her left side-boob. I
watched with perverted pleasure as the oil rolled down her meaty
tits.

“Oh Marty, you are divine,” she cooed. After
lubing-up, I started to caress the base of her neck. I climbed onto
her bed and straddled my mother’s body. Kneeling, my knees rested
against her thighs, my hips just inches above her majestic ass.

“Oh Marty, that’s soooo gooood,” she longingly
purred. With my left hand, I combed my fingers into her hair and
tickled the base of her neck. I watched with satisfied merriment as
her body squirmed beneath my touch. Her body trembled as my fingers
worked outwards to where my thumbs fondled the tender spots behind
her ears. Daringly, I reached forward. She cooed with contentment
when my fingertips stroked her jawline.

“Aaaah, that’s sooooo nice,” she murmured. I
worked on her softening trapezius muscles, the large triangular
shaped muscle on her upper back; its three points are at the base
of the skull flaring outward to connect at the top of the shoulder
before swooping down and inward to end mid-back.

“Wow, Monica. Your working-out is showing,” I
praised my mom. Her body softly shook. She was amused by my
compliment. Her traps were becoming visibly defined. With one on
each side of the spine, viewed together they resembled a devil ray.
I squeezed the meat of her traps at her collar as my thumbs dug
into the edges near her spine.

“Oh god, that’s it, oh god Marty,” Mom loudly
sighed. I ground the base of my hands into the plains that was the
middle of her back. Starting alongside her spine, I worked my way
outward with each stroke. I continued my ministrations upon her. My
hands, mirroring each other, began to arc to the side. As I
massaged her ribs, bravely, flexing my pinkie out, I began touching
Mom’s offered breast-meat.

“Marty, that feels so wonderful,” she mumbled
into her pillow. By now, both my pinkie and ring finger caressed
her side-boob as my middle and forefingers touched her just above
where the swell of her breast started.

Stay on target. Stay on target…Davish
Krail, Gold Five, again ordered.

Returning to my mission, I worked diligently
down the side of her body. The motion of my stroking hands brought
the meaty ball that’s at the base of my thumbs in full contact with
her side-boob. I savored the change in texture as my hand
transitioned from her ribs to the softness of her breasts.
Continuing my diligence, Monica praised her son, “Marty, you are
wonderful.”

When I reached her hips, I reversed orientation
working my way inwards toward her spine. I loved the shallow
curvature her lower back possessed, before it rose up into her
mighty ass. I hovered over her body and kneaded her spinal muscles,
all while adoring the look of those bright red lacey panties, which
hugged her butt oh so nicely; but it was time for them to go!

“Okay, now lift up Monica,” I commanded and Mom
obeyed by silently lifting her hips.

With surprising grace, since my hands trembled,
I tugged her panties down to her knees. Dropping her hips and
raising her knees, my mother allowed me to remove her panties. Once
fully removed, I held up my mother’s panties for all to see the
grand trophy I won. I tossed them atop her already removed bra and
jersey. With those garments lying on the unused portion of her
king-size bed, Mom was now completely nude beneath her son.

“Easy there, buddy,” she laughingly warned but
didn’t object when I climbed between her legs. Using my knees, I
forced her to spread her legs open farther. With deviant desire, I
sprinkled drops of oil on her magnificent ass-cheeks. Then without
fanfare or hesitation, I began mauling Mom’s ass. Taking a handful
of her butt-flesh, I pressed down and squeezed tight.

“Oh, Ah, Oh god, that’s…” Mom moaned and I could
feel her gluteus muscles relaxing from my attention. I started on
the outside swell of her butt and slowly worked my way inward.

“Oh that’s it, that’s it,” she cheered. Every
time my hand grabbed a handful of Mom’s ass, my thumbs would hook
more of her ass-cheek and spread it open. After a few times, my
thumbs were all the way into her Grand Canyon and spreading her
open.

“That feels awesome,” she praised and rewarded
her son by letting me see her ass-crack in its full glory.
Follicle-free, it was a slightly darker caramel than the rest of
her body. I could see the tight puckered ring that was Mom’s
asshole. Even better was just below, on full display, was my
mother’s Pearly Gates.

Whoa! I marveled. While I continued to
knead her softening globes, I saw that my mom had a pretty pussy.
Her inner pussylips were thin strips of dark pink meat. Her outer
lips were puffy mounds that framed her pussy perfectly. Even with
the strong strawberry scent of the massage oil, I thought I could
smell her sex and her pussy seemed to gleam with its own
moisture.

“Oh Marty, that’s it,” she encouraged. I shifted
my hands and the tips of my fingers dug into her inner thighs.
Reaching down and scooping a handful of her soft flesh, I pulled
back. Instead of working my way toward hers knees, I headed north
towards her Heaven. The outside edge of my left pinkie ran directly
along her pussylips. As her son intimately touched her, she said
nothing. Monica simply moaned in pleasure. I did it again and it
felt as if my pinkie was on fire from touching my mother’s pussy.
Next, my right hand reached down. By pressing my pinkie even more
onto her pussylips, I stroked her. Like a feline, Mom responded by
arching her back and lifting her hips up granting her son greater
access.

Using my left hand, I reached between her inner
thighs. Palming the front of her right thigh, I slid my hand back
toward me. A second stroke and my forefinger touched her outer
pussy mound. A third stroke, my forefinger glided along her slit,
my middle finger touched her outer puffy pussylips. A fourth stroke
and my hand only massaged her pussy as my forefinger and ring
finger caressed her outer pussylips; my middle finger danced along
her slit, threatening to slip inside her.

“You better be willing to finish what you
started,” Mom softly growled as she raised her hips up further. I
knew this was my moment. It was time to jump off the cliff. In my
mind, I heard my father’s words, Son… always finish what you
started.

“Monica, I always finish what I started,” I
assured my mom. Reaching into her canyon with both hands, my
fingers spread her open and Mom’s pussy invited me to come.
Lowering my head, my tongue extended out and with a broad, yet
tentative lick, I tasted my mother’s pussy. It was sweet, delicious
and I needed more. Sinking my head in closer, I began to lick my
mother’s pussy.

Holy Fuckin’ Shit, I thought. Starting at
the veriest tip of her pussy, I licked my mother’s pussy with long
strokes of my tongue. My face pressed to Mom’s ass, by flexing my
neck, I licked her pussy from its uppermost point along her wet,
smooth, slicked pussylips to the bottommost edge of her pussylips.
Upon reaching her t’aint, launching free to start again; and
my mother didn’t stop me!

Holy fuck, I’m licking my mom’s pussy, I
thought as my tongue ran over her pussy; starting at her clit and
ending at her t’aint. I could not believe how great she
tasted. My mother’s pussy tasted stronger an’ better than any
girl’s I previously ever fooled around with. Monica’s scent was as
strong as her taste. It was an aroma I would never forget. After my
‘first hit’ I was addicted to my mom’s crack. I would forever want
and need more; and my mom didn’t object.

“Oh my god, oh god, I can’t believe…” she
mumbled into her pillow riding on a cloud of bliss. I buried my
face between her ass-cheeks and my tongue reached out further,
licking her more of pussy mound. Monica sighed and moaned with
pleasure as her son licked her.

“Oh my, Oh my, Oh…” she cried with desire. In
control, I pressed my tongue into her pussy. In command, my tongue
parted her pussylips. Consumed with incestuous need, I penetrated
Mom’s pussy; and her pussy eagerly accepted my homecoming. I tasted
her pussy and it was inebriating. I could smell her sex and it was
intoxicating. My mind and body danced upon the heady high Mom’s
pussy gave her son.

“Oh… Oh, I can’t… Oh, I can…” she moaned
incoherently. With my nose, I caressed the bottom edges of her
pussylips as my tongue tunneled deeper inside her. My hands pried
Mom’s meaty ass-cheeks open further, allowing her son greater
access.

“Oh, Marty… Oh Marty, I can’t believe… Oh yes,”
she cried out. I bobbed my head back an’ forth, tongue-fucking my
Mom; and she was loving it. Swinging my head, I tried to shake an’
snake my tongue in an’ around to reach every spot of her pussy.

“Oh sweetie… yes, yes, yes,” Mom encouraged when
I returned to vigorously licking her lush pussy. By flexing my
neck, her son gave her good, long strokes over her pussylips. With
incestuous excitement, she was divinely leaking pussy juice and I
tried to lick it up. Finding a natural rhythm, I rolled along to
KISS’ “Lick It Up.”

“Oh god yes, Oh god, Oh my god…” she lustfully
chanted. When she began pushing her butt back at me, I returned to
tongue-fucking her. Mom sang, “Oh god, baby. Oh god, oh god babe.
Oh my god, Marty.

“Oh god, you gonna… I’m gonna… you’re gonna…”
Mom, so consumed with incestuous ecstasy, struggled to say coherent
sentences. She babbled, “Oh my god, oh god, make me.

“Oh god, You’reGonnaMakeMeCum,” she warned a
mumbled rush. Then my mother did as she promised. My Mom was
cumming. Is there nothing sweeter than tasting your mom cum the
first time?

Feeling her cum, my tongue in her pussy, my lips
on my mom’s pussylips, my face pressed to my mother’s tasty ass, I
felt her pussy shiver, while the rest of her body stiffened; her
body softened and her pussy quivered. A wave of heat rushed through
her body and crashed over me. Cumming intensely, she loudly sucked
in a breath between her clinched teeth.

“Oh wow, oh wow, oh wow,” she mumbled in a daze.
Her body slumped forward; her hips fell back in contact with the
bed. She gasped for air. Kneeling over her, I felt quite proud at
having made my mom cum. As her loving son, I got to feel my mother
cum. Looming above her, I enjoyed seeing her body shake as she
panted, struggling to catch her breath. I loved hearing her labored
yet satisfied breathing, knowing I was its cause.

I savored the scent of my sexual aroused mother
beneath me.


Chapter Fifteen

With the graceful quickness of a ballerina,
Monica flipped over onto her back her son still lying between her
legs. With an easy grace, Mom lifted and swung her right leg over
my head; her left leg slipped in front me as her hips and shoulders
rolled her from her frontside to her back.

With Monica’s knees bent and legs spread open, I
gazed at Heaven. Her pussy was completely clean-shaven and
her pussylips shone with lust. Without a thought, I reached forward
with my left hand and ran my forefinger on my mom’s pretty pussy.
Enthralled, I penetrated her.

As I joyfully fingered my mom’s pussy, I looked
up the rest of her nude body. My eyes perused over her stomach. I
gazed at the grand hills that were my mom’s tits. Eyeing between
her mounds, I saw her looking back at me. As I continued to slide
my forefinger in an’ out of her pussy, my birthplace, she smiled
pleasantly pleased to see her son.

“I love you, Monica,” I pledged to her, this
time saying her name confidently and without pause. Her body softly
shook and she wore only an amused smirk, humored at me using her
first name while her son played with his Mom’s pussy.

We maintained eye contact as I fingered her
pussy. She propped herself up onto her elbows; and when she looked
down her lush body, my eyes followed. Together, mother and son,
watched as I fingered her pussy. Letting my middle finger join my
forefinger, my thumb rolled over her erect clit. We watched as my
two fingers slipped in an’ out of her pretty pussy, my thumb toying
with her clit.

“I love you, Monica,” I again pledged; and then,
I rose up and latched my lips to the top of her pussy. I began to
lick the top of her pussy mound. Sliding two fingers in an’ out of
her pretty pussy, my tongue searched for her clit.

“Oh god, Oh baby, Oh god, that’s it,” she cooed.
I found her clit and sucked it into my mouth. Rolling my tongue
over her clit, I felt the pearl on the tip. Running my tongue
around and over her pearl, Monica’s body danced on her bed. She
reached down and grabbed a handful of my hair.

“Oh god, Oh god, Oh my fucking god, Oh fuck…”
she cheered as she yanked my head around. I resisted her pulling of
my hair and remained latched on her clit as I fingered her
kitty.

“Marty, you’re gonna make me cum,” Monica
shouted. She pressed my head upon her pussy.

“Marty, you’re gonna make me cum… Marty,” “Mom
pleaded; yet, she mushed her pussy up to her face.

“Marty, I’m gonna…” and her body finished her
sentence. Mom was cumming… again!


Chapter Sixteen

Returning back to planet Earth after her climax,
Mom signaled she wanted her son by pulling my hair and head towards
her. My body following, I climbed over her nude form. When I passed
over her glorious tits, I wanted to stop and taste her great boobs
but Mom was having none of that. Insistently, she kept pulling me
to her.

My face hovered over hers and her arms wrapped
around my neck. Yanking me down onto her body, she kissed me with
unrepentant desire. Her lips felt marvelous on my own, and then her
tongue demanded entrance to my mouth. Opening my mouth, her tongue
flooded in and my lust surged. I grinded my clothed body on her
naked form.

Kissing her, Monica reached down and fervently
pulled my T-shirt off. Grudgingly, I released our kiss, necessary
to allow my mother to undress me. She pulled my shirt over my head
and off my body. She tossed it away, letting it land wherever on
the floor. Before my shirt landed, her lips were again pressed to
mine. This time it was my turn for my tongue to probe her mouth. As
I did, thoughts of disbelief raced through my head. Even after
experiencing her cum twice, it was still hard to believe
This was happening, and that I was about to get some of
D’at.

Am I really making out with my mom? Did I
just finish eating her pussy? Is this my naked mother underneath
me? Is she really as frantic with incestuous lust as I am? Does Mom
want this as much as I do? These thoughts, and more, raced
through my skull, all while she was yanking, tugging and fighting
with the belt to my jeans.

“Get those fucking pants off,” she growled.
Climbing off her delicious body, I stood next to the bed. Kicking
off my sneakers, I used my toes to shed my socks. Unbuckling my
belt and unbuttoning my jeans, I prayed to the Greek god
Eros, god of love and sexual intercourse, for me not to cum
within the first 30 seconds. In a single motion, I shed my jeans
and boxers. I stood before my mom in the same outfit I did my first
day.

“Wow, my little boy has become a Big
Man,” she admired. Unashamedly she eyed her son’s standing
proudly rigid cock.

“You are so fuckin’ hot,” I blurted out, yet it
true. I climbed back over my naked mother and she tenderly pulled
my body against hers. With motherly love, Monica kissed me with
passion. I rubbed my cock along her pussy and she kissed me with
force.

“Oh god, Ma’… -nica” I moaned. Mom reached
between us and took hold of my cock. To feel her hand on my cock to
guide me home was victorious. Neither of us felt anything but bliss
as I settled into my rightful place.

“You ready for this?” she asked as the tip of my
cockhead parted her pussylips. To answer her, I slipped inside her
wet velvety womb. The feel of Mom’s pussy on my cock was
astonishing. Bottoming out, I braced my arms outside her shoulders.
Arching my back, I forced my cock deeper into her pussy.

Wow! I thought speechless. I could not
believe that my mom had the tightest pussy of any woman I been
with. Her pussy held my cock with velvety snugness.

“Oh god, that feels so right. Oh Marty,” she
sang.

“Oh yes, oh yes. Fuck me, fuck me,” she hailed
as I bucked my hips back an’ forth. My cock rammed in an’ out of
her pussy. It was mind-blowing how soft, warm, wet her pussy was.
Her inner flesh welcomed my cock.

“Oh yes, Fuck me, Fuck me, Fuck me…” Mom
lustfully called out. She grabbed my butt-cheeks and urged me to
fuck her deeper.

“Fuck, Fuck, Fuck, Fuck me…” Monica shouted as
her body danced beneath me, her hips working in synchronicity with
mine. We rock an’ rolled upon her bed to the beautiful beat of
motherfucking.

“Oh God, Oh fuck, yes, yes, yes…” my mother
yelled. My cock continuously pounded her pussy. Her hands released
my ass to claw my back. As I drove my cock into her, she drove her
nails into my flesh.

“Oh god Marty, fuck me, fuck me good. Oh Marty,
fuck me good,” she boldly roared as her nails dug tracks across my
abused back. I felt her nails tearing open my flesh and it spurred
my lust for her higher.

“Urgh… urgh… urgh,” we grunted in unison as
mother and son united. We gave in to our carnal cravings for each
other, glad we finally did.

“Oh fuck, yes!” she screeched and her nails bit
hard into my flesh.

“Holy Fuck,” I shouted in pain, I screamed with
joy. I had to pause to catch my breath and let the burning flames
on my back cool off. I pulled my knees under myself. Kneeling, I
straightened up and pulled outta reach from my mother’s talons.
When I hooked her legs in my arms, her body was boldly on display
to me.

Looking down, I could see my cock inside my
mother’s pussy. It was a beautiful view and I revered the sight as
I started to slide in an’ out of her pussy. I truly was fucking my
mom! Looking farther up, I took in the sexy softness of her
stomach. I loved how every time I rammed my cock into her a ripple
would wash over her.

Letting my eyes travel north, I gazed upon my
mother’s magnificent breasts. As I fucked Mom’s pussy, I was amused
how wrong I was. I laughed at the fact that after all those years
of fixating on her boobs, convinced they were the key to the rest
of her body, here they were, the last to reveal themselves to me. I
had eaten her pussy, she had cum twice and now we were fucking; yet
only now was I finally getting to behold my mother’s big tits.

Monica’s boobs were superb. Even with her lying on
her back and her breasts flattened out, they were still pleasantly
meaty and impressive. Mom’s big tits rested high on her chest. Her
areoles were a dark pink and small, only about an inch-and-half
wide. Sitting proudly in the middle was her erect nipple,
surrounded by a bunch of little friends, little bumps spotted her
areoles.

She knew I was admiring her tits. A loving
mother, she reached down and cupped them for her son to admire.
Holding them together, they were even more impressive and fueled my
lust to burn higher. Excited, I slammed my cock into her pussy with
increased gusto. She giggled with approval. Knowingly, for her
son’s enjoyment she began bouncing her boobs in her hands. This
increased the force of my battering ram. I slammed my cock
powerfully into her pussy as Mom shook her tits for me.

“You like?” she naughtily asked. She was
enjoying her son’s fascination with his Mom’s body. She was amused
by the power her body had on her son.

“Damn sure do,” I answered.

“You think your mom has nice tits, huh? Do you
like when I hold them an’ shake ’em like this?” Mom teased. I shook
my head with approval. I my rammed my cock into her with
approval.

“Then I got a treat for you,” she offered. I
wondered what more my mother could give me as I fucked my mom.
Grabbing the massage oil, she poured a liberal amount on each big
breast. As she rubbed the oil upon her mounds, my mind swirled at
the sight.

“Do you like? Do you like your mom’s tits? Do
you like watching your mom play with her tits while you fuck me?”
she uninhibitedly taunted. I was silently amazed she referred to
herself as “mom.” Yes, we were committing incest but I still hadn’t
imagined Monica would be so open about that. She sounded as if she
liked it better that I was fucking my mom. She liked it better that
it was my mom’s tits I was admiring.

Her hands worked in giants circles and soon her
tits gleamed with oil. As she fondled her boobs, I nodded in
approval and kept rocking my cock in an’ out of her pussy. I could
see some puddles of oil still lying between her tits and hidden on
the undersides.

“Do you like when I hold them tight? Let me see
if I can suck on them,” Mom teased; and she began trying to. She
pushed her right tit up to her mouth; she reached out with her
tongue. I watched in astonishment as she licked her tits. I
watched, dazed an’ amazed, as my mom licked her boobs. With
unbridled ferocity, I continuously rammed my cock into her.

“Oh my god,” I moaned. Mom poured more oil on
her boobs and as she smeared the oil on her tits, they became
oil-slicked mounds.

“Do you wanna fuck them?” she asked. “Do you
wanna fuck your mom’s titties?”

“God, do I,” barely was I able to articulate.
Removing my cock from the place that gave me life, I scooted up her
sumptuous body. My cock shined with her pussy juice. Mom smiled
grander at the sight. When I pressed my cock down into her Grand
Canyon, I could feel the warm oil coated on her boobs. She
reached up and squeezed her tits together and my cock disappeared
from sight. Mom promised, “You’re gonna love this.”

“That’s it, that’s it. Fuck my titties, fuck’em
good,” she flagrantly encouraged, not that I needed any
encouragement. I eagerly rocked my cock between my mom’s big boobs
like a sex-crazed deviant. My hips were crashing into the underside
of her breasts and hands as I titty-fucked my mother. I loved
seeing how much her tit-flesh would wobble with each mighty
thrust.

“Oh god Monica, that’s fuckin’ awesome.” She
craned her neck forward and began to lick the tip of my cock. With
her big tits engulfing my cock, when I paused at my upstroke, she
licked my crown with her tongue. To see her tongue lick my helmet
as my shaft was buried in her tit-flesh was staggering. The
sensations were even better. I rode Mom’s big boobs and as much as
I loved fucking her tits, she seemed to love her son fucking her
big boobs. She excitedly licked my cockhead at each upstroke.

“Oh god, Mom, I gonna cum,” I warned as I rode
those boobs of hers. I knew I was gonna cum. Even with Eros’
help, I couldn’t hold back anymore.

“Let me see you cum. Let me see you cum on me,”
she surprisingly ordered. Being a loyal son, I followed her wishes.
Stopping halfway on my next upstroke, Monica released the tension
her tits had on my cock. Revealing itself from its hidden position,
my rifle fired. My first shot of cum was high and slapped her on
her forehead. My next was high and to the right, hitting her on her
left cheek. My third was a little lower, landing on her upper lip.
My fourth burst landed on her neck, along with five and six. Then
the cavalry rushed out the tip of my cock to flood Mom’s chest.

Drained and emptied, I admired the cum bath I
rewarded my mother with. She seemed even happier go be wearing her
son’s cum. Sated and exhausted, I plopped down on to the side of
her.

“Wow,” I stupidly declared. Sitting on the edge
of her bed, gasping for breath, I turned to look at her. I admired
the sight: my nude mother glowed with sexual satisfaction; her tits
shimmered reflecting the light from the oil, my cum was spackled
upon my mom’s smiling cherubic face.

“You can say that again,” she triumphantly
retorted.

“Wow,” I laughed. She reached over and playfully
slapped my chest. She rolled in the other direction and with feline
grace, ambled off the bed. I watched her butt do its booty shake as
she headed to her bathroom.

With the bathroom door closed, I heard the water
in the bathroom sink running. My body was covered in sweat. When I
looked down, I saw my entire groin was covered in fluids. My cock
was at three quarters and heading towards Time Out.

“Yeah, you earned it,” I praised him. Getting
off the bed, I located my T-shirt and ruined it as I removed the
spunk resting on my cock that was a combination of Mom’s pussy
juice, my cum, and massage oil. Destroying the shirt, I got myself
mostly clean. Then, for whatever reason, I located my boxers and
put them on before getting back on my mom’s bed.

I love when a plan comes together.

I congratulated myself as I settled onto her bed
by laying my head on her pillows and stretching out. When Monica
returned from the bathroom, I enjoyed the sight of her unashamed
nudity. She washed my cum off and her tits had only a soft,
pleasant glow left to them. Noticing me wearing my boxers, she
softly giggled at her son’s modesty.

“Hey sexy,” I greeted my mother. At the edge of
the bed, she grabbed my left arm. Lying down, she draped her naked
body over it and alongside mine. Reaching up an’ over, she gave a
quick sweet sugar kiss, another, then another and another. On her
last kiss, I held her to me and we kissed for a lifetime.

“I love you, Marty.” Releasing her, she
comfortably curled up against me. She fit perfectly alongside my
body.

“I love you, too, Monica.” With me lying on my
back, she draped her left arm across my lower chest, she propped up
her chin on my shoulder and stared at me.

“What?” I wondered as Monica gazed at me
amusedly.

“While I loved the slow seduction, I also knew I
wasn’t going anywhere,” she mischievously chuckled. My mother
taught, “The next time you seduce a woman, you may wanna seal the
deal a little faster.”

“Now give me my shirt, so I can go to sleep,”
she demanded. Handing Mom’s shirt to her, I made to get off the bed
to let her sleep. Slipping her jersey over her head, she pressed
her hand upon my chest to prevent me from getting up.

“It took me this long to get you in my bed, I’m
not letting you out so easily,” Mom warned.

Monica didn’t have to worry. I wasn’t going
anywhere, anytime soon. Dad taught me, “Son, always finish what you started.” With some
stick-to-it’ive-ness, I got my prize: sum’ of D’at,
and I was just getting started.


Chapter Seventeen

“Congratulations, little brother,” my sister’s
voice said over the phone. It hinted with bemusement. Although she
was miles away, I could see the smirk she wore.

“Huh? I wondered suspiciously. Gwen was not one
to hand out praise easily to her “little brother.” At my high
school graduation, she told me, “Big deal. You’re supposed to
graduate high school.” So, I wondered what my sister was
congratulating me for.

“For finally hittin’ D’at,” she stated in
a blunt, straightforward manner.

“Huh?” I tried to say in a controlled voice. I
tried to sound as if unaware of what my sister might be speaking
about. Inside though, my mind screamed at me, What? How does she
know about Monica and me? Does she really know? How the fuck could
she know?

“God, Marty,” my sister laughed. “You still have
a lot to learn about women.”

“What are you talking about?”

“Really?” Gwen laughed. “Are you going to try to
play stupid? Dude, I know. I’ve known for a long time. Seriously,
do you think we haven’t spoken? Do you think she wouldn’t tell me?”
my sister candidly admitted; yet, I was blown away by her
admission. It seemed impossible that Gwen could know, yet it seemed
probable that she would know.

“Really?” I questioned incredulous.

“Listen, let me school ya,” Gwen started. “We’ve
known for a long time. I’ve known for a while and so has she.
Marty, women talk about Everything! Do you think we didn’t
talk about This? Do you really think Mom wouldn’t ask me if
it’s okay for her to start fucking my brother? You really think Mom
wouldn’t ask me if I’m O.K. with you two hookin’ up?”

I was speechless. I was thunderstruck. My sister
was right. I did “still have a lot to learn about women.” I never
imagined Monica and my sister discussing what was going on between
Mom and I. Yet, now aware it seemed plainly obvious that they
would, or should have, spoken about it. I didn’t realize it before
but it made perfect sense that Monica would make sure my sister was
comfortable with us “hookin’ up” before letting it happen.

“Wow,” I finally mumbled and Gwen laughed at her
“little brother.” She continued to educate me:

“Where to you think she found the courage to
tell that old drunk to ‘get to steppin’? Huh? Think about it Marty.
She knew she had a secret admirer.”

“Really?” I marveled. Gwen laughed at my
ignorance.

“Why do you think she wanted to tighten up that
body? Why do you think she changed her hair and started to wear
nicer clothes? She wanted to look good for her new man. Don’t you
remember how I taught you to keep an eye on when she starts wearing
nicer, sexier underwear that’s your signal?”

I was stunned. Not only was Mom aware of my
desire for her way back then, but she already told her daughter
about this. Before Gwen and I had that discussion about bras, which
seemed to have occurred a lifetime ago, those two had already
discussed all this. Mom and my sister had talked about me and Mom
hooking up; and Gwen had given her blessing! It seemed
unbelievable, yet also credible. As unbelievable as it was, it also
made sense.

“But customs dictate that she makes you dance,”
Gwen claimed. Then Spike’s daughter stated, “You gotta earn it. We
can’t just give it away, otherwise you don’t respect us. We gotta
play the game and make you play the game.”

In my mind, Motörhead’s, “The Game” thundered.
Akin to Triple H entering the wrestling ring, I felt myself getting
psyched up.

“… Cause I am The Game and I want to play,” I
snarled.

“Yeah, right,” Gwen laughed. My sister, a
wrestling fan herself, caught the reference. “You know, for such a
dumbass, you’re lucky to score a dime-piece like that. But let me
warn you, little brother. You better keep doing the right thing and
keep Mom happy…

“…because if you don’t, I’ll cut your dick off,”
Gwen warned. This time there was no humor in her voice. She hung up
before I could reply.

“Finished talking with your sister?” Monica
questioned when I wandered into the kitchen. I now knew better than
to ask how she knew that I spoke with Gwen.

“It's time to play the game...” I promised as I
walked up behind her and took Mom into my arms.


Chapter Eighteen

“Mmmmgghhhaaa,” Monica purred with contentment
while I ran the hairbrush through her luxuriant locks. We sat on
the edge of her bed, or was it now our bed?

“Urrrghaaa…” she loudly sighed as I stroked her
exotic mane of long dark hair. With her Cuban heritage, Mom
inherited that milky caramel skin, dark brown eyes, and lush
flowing hair.

Tingles raced through my body as if I received a
charge from brushing her hair. Yet, I was charged from brushing
Mom’s sweet head. I loved how we sat. I was on the edge of our bed
with my legs spread wide, my feet rested on the carpet. Monica sat
between my thighs, her ass pressed against my groin. Mom knew I was
hard for her, from her. She would tease her son by rubbing her ass
on my stiffie.

“Mmmm gaaahd,” she moaned as the brush ran
through her hair again. I loved the feel of her thick curvy body.
Across from us, over her dresser was a full-length mirror. In its
reflection, Monica and I watched a son lovingly brush his Mom’s
hair. From her guilty grin, she knew not only did he enjoy brushing
her hair, but her son was also enjoying the sight of his Mom’s
voluptuous figure.

“Oh gaaaahd,” she exhaled as my finger traced
along the upper outer edge of her ear, combing her hair away. A
second time my finger delicately danced over the tender curve of
her ear.

“You know what you are doing to me, don’t you?”
she questioned. I didn’t answer. I felt her body lightly shake as
she softly chuckled. From the mirror, she saw me sitting behind
her, straddling her body. She saw that as we relaxed on her bed, I
wore the broad grin of a devoted son.

“Marty, you’re giving me the butterflies,
again,” she humorously warned. I silently wondered if Mom was
giving me the yellow light. Should I slow down and stop, or
should I speed up before the light changes?

A loving mother, Monica answered my unspoken
question. She turned her head slightly to look back. From
experience, I recognized That look. I knew what she hungered
for. I had the same incestuous thirst. Leaning forward, I gave her
a quick peck on the side of her puckered lips, then again, and
again. She began giggling.

“You better be willing to finish what you
started,” she warned with good humor.

I love how Mom’s whole body shares her laughter.
Her eyes twinkle, her cheeks take on a hint of rouge, from her gay
smile her facial features lift and heighten her femininity. When
she softly chuckles, her body gently jiggles, seductively sways and
enticingly shakes. To watch my mother laugh ignites my incestuous
urges for her. Better yet, my mom enjoys life and laughs freely.
Best of all, Monica knew the effect she has on her son.

“Don’t you worry ‘'bout that,” I promised.
Giving her my best roguish grin, I told her, “Han shot first.”

“Oh really?” she laughed as I reached under her
arms and grabbed her ample bosom.

“Oh yes, Marty,” Mom shouted with joy when I
held her tight and pressed upon her. She cared not if any or all
heard her erotic shout for joy. She loudly moaned with incestuous
bliss as her son molested her. Beyond being a fantastic and
enthusiastic lover, I learned Monica is very vocal and loud. I do
not remember ever hearing my parents, so I asked about this.

“It’s your fault I’m like this. Once I got
passed the wrongness of fucking my son, I also realized why should
I hold back with anything? If I’m already doing the nasty with you,
why shouldn’t I enjoy all of it? If we’re already doing what we do,
why should I limit myself? In for a penny, in for a pound…

“… and you’ve been in all of me,” she rightfully
accused. When she laughed, I agreed completely.

“Oh god, Marty,” she called out. I squeezed her
big, full, lush boobs tight. While more than a handful, I used them
as handholds to pull myself up tight against her loving form. Mom
joyously encouraged, “Squeeze my tits tight!”

“That’s it baby. You love playing with your
mom’s boobs, don’t you?” Monica seemed to revel at the fact I’m
schtupping my mom.

“Oh god, yes. Yes, yes, yes. You are the
greatest,” she howled as I tried my damnedest to hold all of her
tits and we both savored my failure.

“Hold on. Let’s do this right,” she ordered and
lifted up her arms. I gladly pulled her soft, white thin cotton tee
shirt up over her head and off. This revealed what was hinted at
beneath, the mouthwatering sight of her black Lunaire Sevilla bra.
With its intricate embroidery and delicate mesh, it was as sensual
as it was functional. Its sheer mesh hinted at what was happening
underneath, while the embroidery temptingly hid it.

“You like?” Mom solicited, while eyeing me in
the mirror. I nodded affirmatively. Monica knew how much I enjoyed
seeing my mother in sexy undergarments; and so, she indulged her
son’s dark desires. I often got to pick out which ones she would
wear and, how fun is it watching your mom get dressed?

Ever since that first time, years ago, when I
caught a glimpse of her in a bra, I’ve been obsessed with it. In my
humble opinion, seeing my mom in a bra that attempts to hide her
tits as it tries to contain all of her big boobs, to see her in
panties that flaunt more than conceal her curves is more arousing
than seeing some skinny bitch naked. Is that weird? No more
weirder than bangin’ your mom!

“Mmm, that’s it sweetie,” she encouraged as I
diligently opened her bra. Even with all my experience, in my
excited state my fingers shook with nervous excitement. Aroused
beyond aroused, I struggled to open those pain-in-the-ass hooks.
Monica softly chuckled at her son’s struggles. Her body softly
shaking from her humor didn’t help! Blessedly today’s bra only
featured three hooks instead of the usual four or five. Yet, or
maybe because of that, the damn hooks seemed determined to hinder
my progress. The darn things seemed determined to prevent me from
getting at what I desired, my mom’s boobs. Finally, success! After
the longest seconds ever, I succeeded and we freed her of her
confinement.

“That’s it sweetheart,” she cheered. Once
released from her bra and her tits unleased, they were mine.
Reaching underneath her opened bra my hands again took possession
of my mother’s bared breasts. Hugging her tits, I pulled her tight
to me. Monica rewarded my diligence.

Turning her head, mother and son kissed like the
lovers we are. Our lips lingered on each other’s. Her lips opened
and mine matched. Her tongue proudly slithered out to lick my lips.
Drawing a circle around my lips tingles ran through my body. Our
lips smushed tight and my hands roughly mauled her
magnificent breasts feeling, squeezing, kneading her abundant
tit-flesh. She growled, “Mmmggghhhaaaa…”

Kissing again, our lips remained merged and I
shifted my body. Sliding out, contorting, slithering around from
behind her I pressed myself against her soft supple body. Standing
in front of her, I pressed my face against hers. Standing over my
mother, I pushed her warm, yielding body down onto her bed.

“Ooohhrrrgh,” she exclaimed as she lay out on
the bed sighing her relief and excitement. I was so friggin’ horny
at the chance to enjoy my mother’s love, again, I mashed my lips to
hers. When her mouth opened, I fed her my tongue. Shifting, I slid
my body to our right to reveal her topless body. Monica knew her
son’s incestuous intent. My left hand reached out and took
possession of her big right breast. Although familiar, I still
delighted at the feel of her familial flesh. With Mom’s tit in my
hand, I could feel her hard nipple against my palm.

“Oh god, Marty, that’s so beautiful,” she
cheered. We watched my hand treasure her boob. We watched as I
rolled her soft, ample yielding breast in my hand. Nothing felt
better.

“Oh babe, that’s it. I love it,” she encouraged
when I lowered my head to her breast. Holding my tongue, I licked
her tit with the broad of my tongue. I felt her softly giggle.

“Oh sweetie you are so good to me. You are so
good to your mom.” While not new, I’m still amazed at how Monica
refers to herself as “mom.” If I’m a pervert then I inherited it
from her. Once unleashed, my mother’s incestuous passions are
boundless.

“That’s it, suck it.” And I did. “Oh babe, that
feels so good. Oh god, suck it. Suck my tits. Suck your mom’s big
tits. That’s it babe.”

“Bite it,” Monica ordered. An obedient son, I
followed her command. Releasing the hold of her right tit my left
hand travelled down her extraordinary body.

“Oh god, that feels so good, Marty,” she lauded.
My fingertips lightly danced over the hot, silky smooth flesh of
her midsection. Travelling over her pants, I savored the change in
texture from her warm yummy flesh to the slight roughness of her
pants. “Oh god Marty, make your mom happy.”

“Oh, oh, oh, ooooh,” she moaned as I rubbed my
hand over her pussy. Even through her pants, I felt the heat her
pussy generated. Her pussy was a smoldering oven.

“Oh babe, that’s it, that’s it, that’s it,” she
cheered. I dry-humped her with the heel of my hand; my mouth busy
sucking on her left tit. With my eyes open, I could see her
playing, rubbing, squeezing her right boob.

“Oh god Marty, I need you. God, you make your
mom so hot. You make me feel so wicked. I love when you suck my
tits like you do,” she hailed as her hand frantically worked at
opening her pants. Getting the top button free she eagerly yanked
the zipper down.

“Oh god Marty, I need you.” Now, when she said
this, it wasn’t one of her, That’s what she said
moments.

With her back against the mattress, I felt her
brace her shoulders. From experience, I knew what she was doing.
Releasing my mouthful of boob, I kissed her lustfully. Removing my
hand from her pussy, she arched her hips. She pulled her pants
down, around her bountiful rear, over her luscious hips and onto
her thighs.

“Oh yes, you know what your mom needs,” Monica
exclaimed when I pulled off her panties. Pinching the edges, I
worked her delicate black mesh panties down her body as she lifted
her hips to allow her son to finish undressing her. At her ankles,
I left them in a bundled mess along with her pants. With her pants
and panties snared on her ankles, Mom couldn’t run from me.

Confident Mom was mine, my hand returned to her
sultry pussy mound. I could feel how wet she was and loved how
easily my mom becomes quickly sexually aroused for her son. With my
middle finger, I started to stroke her slit.

“Oh god Marty, don’t tease me, don’t tease me,”
she begged with each stroke of my fingertip over her pussy lips.
“Oh please finger me, finger me please. Baby, finger my pussy.”

“Oh fuck, fuck, fuck,” she exclaimed when I slid
my finger into her fire hot, soaking wet pussy. Using the lessons
my mother taught, by curling my hand I ground the heel of my palm
on her clit. The harder I pressed the louder she groaned, “Urgh,
Urgh, URGH, URGH,”

“Are you gonna finger me ‘til I cum or are you
gonna eat my pussy?” Monica tempted. “I love when you eat my pussy.
No one eats his mom’s pussy better than you do, right?”

“You are such a freak, Monica,” I accused my
mom. She laughed, “Guilty as charged.” Amazingly, oddly, while she
was comfortable calling herself “mom” in the bed, I wasn’t. It was
humorous, my modesty versus her uninhibitedness.


Chapter Nineteen

“Damn, you are so fucking hot.”

After I stood, I pulled her pants and panties
the rest of the way off her legs. Tossing them at her, with a laugh
Mom dodged my projectile. Grabbing her legs, I lifted them up and
pulled her to the edge of bed. She whooped with glee. Holding her
legs up, I spread her open wide and admired the view.

There was my naked mother, my fully undressed
Mom lying on the bed. Her dark hair was splayed out in disarray.
Her face shined with sweat and excitement. Her chest heaved from
her hard breaths and her wondrous boobs laid atop in their divine
glory. Her soft round belly led down to the Holy Land and it was
paradise. She had a well-trimmed thatch of dark pubic hair above
her pussy that she playfully shaved and shaped into a well-defined
arrow that pointed to her honey pot to give her son added
directions. It pointed to where she wanted me to be…

… down at her pussy; and it’s a phat
pussy that’s beautiful to gaze upon.

Lying neatly tucked between her meaty thighs her
pussy shined with moisture. With her arousal, her mons pubis was
full and puffy. Her outer pussy lips were fat and thick, giving her
a prominent vulva. Her pubic mound is a darker caramel than her
milky light caramel skin that cradled her surprising small and thin
inner pussy lips. The dark thin edges of her inner pussy lips
barely peek over her pussy mound and it’s a mouth-watering sight.
Even at 40 and after two kids, my mom’s pussy is tighter than most
young ho’s.

“Do you like?” Mom teased as I admired her
pussy.

“I know what you really wanna see?” Monica
tempted her son. She treated me to an enchanting magic show. As I
watched, her right hand continued to play with her big tits but her
left hand travelled down to her Holy Land. With her watching me
watch her, Mom started rubbing her pussy; Monica teasingly toyed
with her pussy.

“You like watching your mom play with herself,
don’t you? You like seeing me slide my finger in an’ out of my
pussy while I’m thinking about you, don’t ya? You wanna see me slip
two in there? Oh god, that feels so good. Look at what you’ve done
to your mother. Look at how you’ve turned me into such a slut. Are
you proud of yourself?”

“Actually, yeah I am kinda proud,” I admitted
and Mom blushed with pleasure. This encouraged Monica to get ever
freakier.

“Oh god, that feels so good,” she purred as her
eyes fluttered. “You make me so wanton. It’s your fault I’m so
depraved. You got me to where I enjoy playing with myself while my
son watches.”

“Are you gonna eat my pussy? Is my son gonna
lick my cunt? Do you wanna suck on your mom’s pussy?” and of course
she knew the answer. I eagerly kneeled down between her legs and
buried my face in her muff.

“Oh yes! Oh fuck yes. Yes, yes, yes. That’s it,
lick my pussy, lick it, lick it, lick it,” Mom narrated.

“Oh god, oh god Marty, I love when you lick me
with those long strokes. You lick my cunt like no one does. Oh
baby, Oh baby, lick me clean.

“OOOOOhhh gawd, oh yes, fuck me, fuck me, tongue
fuck me, you motherfucker. Deeper, deeper, shove that tongue into
your mom’s cunt. That’s it, that’s it. Oh yes, my son is
tongue-fucking me. My son is eating my pussy. My son eats my pussy
like no one else can,” Monica babbled as if reading the script for
a cheap porn flick. What I used to think was creepy was now super
arousing. Listening to my mother describe what I was doing to her,
as if a third person was watching us, was such an added thrill.

“Oh god Marty, suck my pussy, suck it. Oh that’s
it. Oh god, that’s it. Oh god, yes. Suck my clit while you finger
my cunt. Oh baby, that’s it, that’s perfect. You are the best. Who
taught you to be such a great pussy-licker? God, you’ve learned so
how to get me…

“That’s it, that’s it, that’s it suck on my
clit. Oh god Marty, finger-fuck me, finger-fuck your mom’s pussy.
Oh god baby you make me so hot. You get me so fucking hot. I’m
gonna… I’m gonna… I’m…” cumming she was. Before she could warn me,
Mom was cumming. To feel Mom cum with my face pressed to her pussy
was heaven itself.

“Oh god Marty, I gotta suck your dick,” Monica
pleaded after she finished cumming.

“Please let me suck your cock. I gotta taste
your cock in my mouth,” Mom begged. When she scrambled to sit up, I
withdrew from her pussy. Standing erect, I loved how I could still
feel her on my cheeks and how Mom’s scent lingered in my nose.

“Get naked,” she ordered as she sat on the edge
of the bed. “I need to taste you.”


Chapter Twenty

“Such a pretty penis,” Monica complimented.

I shucked my T-shirt and with a hook shot tossed
it atop Mom’s pants and panties. As she watched her son undress, I
hooked my thumbs into the waistbands of both my shorts and boxers.
In a single motion, with a push, they slid down my legs and I
stepped out of the bunched-up pile.

“Such a beautiful cock,” Mom admired as she took
me into her hand and began to rub my cock all over her face. Across
her forehead, back an’ forth against her nose, over an’ around her
cheeks until finally her chin and jaw rocked along the underside of
my cock.

“I love this fellow,” Mom claimed as she held my
cock and warmly stroked me. Then she licked the tip of my helmet
and my whole body quivered. Expertly, she drew circles upon my
cockhead and I hummed with electricity. With her tongue hanging
out, she ran it up an’ down my shaft getting it slick with her
spit.

“Look how beautiful your cock is. It’s only
right that my son has a big, fat sausage for me.” With that, she
smiled and looked up at me.

“I love you, Marty,” she confessed. How sweet
is it to hear your mom profess her love for you?

“Oh yeah, let me see it then,” I challenged.
With a smirk, she spit onto the tip of my cock.

“That’s better,” she commented before licking
her glob of spit smearing it around my helmet.

“Oh wow,” I murmured as her head bobbed down and
engulfed my cock. No matter how many times Mom sucks my cock every
time I’m amazed by her ability. She said it’s because unlike with
others she wants to suck mine. Instead of feeling she has to, Mom
wants to suck my cock; and that enthusiasm shows.

“Mmmmm,” I softly moaned as she effortlessly
began to slide up an’ down my shaft. Her lips rode up an’ down my
cock, each time wearing more of her shine. Placing my hands on her
head I guided her.

“Play with yourself while you suck my dick,” I
ordered. Mom willingly followed her son’s demands.

“Oh Jesus Christ. Oh god, Mom. Oh god, Mom,” I
moaned with perverted pleasure. I watched my mother suck on my
cock; I watched Mom’s big boobs wobble; I watched her fingers
furiously play with her pussy.

“Oh Jesus. Oh god, Mom.” She took my sac into
her hand and squeezed me tight. Mom’s lips rode up an’ down my
cock; inside her mouth, her tongue worked its magic; her hand
caressed her son’s sac.

“Oh god Monica, you are the best cocksucker
ever,” I honestly praised. Her head bobbed up an’ down my cock in
agreement.

“And you are the greatest motherfucker I know,”
Mom said after she loudly popped my cock from her mouth. Monica
pleaded, “I need you inside of me. I need to be fucked.


Chapter Twenty-One

“Are you ready to fuck your mom, you big-dicked
motherfucker?”

How do you say, No, to such an
invitation? Without waiting for an answer, she quickly deftly
turned around and mounted the bed. Mom basically ‘assumed the
position.’ She was on her hands and knees in that she was resting
her forearms on the bed and with a wide stance she sat on the back
of her shins. Her ass was set low, at the perfect height for her
son to mount her.

“Damn Mom, you are one sexy bitch.” and what a
glorious ass she has. Monica was curvy and thick but instead of
having a broad, flat ass Mom’s butt was wide, firm and rounded.
When she lies in the right position, you can truly see its heart
shape. But right now her rear-end looked like two perfectly rounded
hunks of ham begging to be spanked and that’s what I did.
WHACK! My left hand landed upon her meaty ass-cheek and she
howled, “That’s it mutha-fucka!”

“Oh God! Yes,” she thundered. I lined my cock up
with her pussy and dove in. Grabbing her sumptuous hips, I drove my
cock into her with force. Reaching the top, my cock was buried in
her tight pussy. Mom ordered, “Fuck me good.”

“You bet your sweet ass that’s what I’m gonna
do,” I promised and went to work making it true. Holding her hips,
I fucked my mom good.

“fuck, fuck, Fuck, Fuck, FUCK, FUCK,” she cursed
with each thrust and each howl louder than the last. Although no
one else was home, I wondered if a neighbor could hear this
screaming banshee. Mom screamed, “yes, Yes, YES.”

“Fuck me, Fuck me hard. Pull my hair you
mutha-fucka. That’s it, fuck your mom good. Give me the
dicking I need, you motherfucker.”

WHACK. For all her cursing, I slapped her
ass. Like a wild filly, she tossed her head fighting to tear free
from my grasp. My cock buried in her pussy helped keep her in her
place.

“Goddamn! Punish me for fucking my own son.”
WHACK.

“That’s it. Punish me for loving the way you
fuck me.” Each time my hand landed on her ass a quiver would
tremble through her whole body. Her ass wore my brand, proclaiming
she was mine.

“Fuck Me, Fuck Me, Fuck Me, Fuck Me, Fuck Me,
Fuck Me,” she chanted in a machine-gun cadence. It echoed
throughout the room, throughout the house. She told me it’s my
fault she’s so loud, with no one else does she get like this.

WHACK “yes, Yes, YES, YES!!!” Monica
shouted as I slammed my cock into her fat pussy, as I smacked her
phat ass. With one hand, I held a fistful of her hair taut.
My other hand spanked her for being such a naughty girl.

“You love it, don’t ya?” I taunted my mother.
Monica also claims I cause her to want it rough, never before would
she even consider letting someone pull her hair and no way would
she let someone spank her. Now she’s also into biting and
scratching me so deep she draws blood. Many times, we’ve had to
hide our flesh wounds from other family members. It’s a bit funny
when you have to be careful taking off your shirt because of the
claw marks on your back, and who gave them to you.

“Give it to me. Give it to me. Give it to me.
Fuck Me, Fuck Me, Fuck Me, Fuck Me, Fuck Me, Fuck Me,” Monica
continuously, excessively cursed.

“Fuck My Pussy Good, Fuck Me like a Freight
Train, Fuck Your Mother Like You Mean It.” …And I definitely meant
it.

“Oh god yes, this is why you were born so you
can give your mom the dicking she needs. Yes, pull my hair. God you
make me such a whore.” WHACK. “Yes, do it again.”
WHACK. “God, I fucking love you.”

“Fuck Me, Fuck Me, Fuck Me, Fuck Me, Fuck Me,
Fuck Me,” she bellowed and the obedient son I am, I obeyed. “You
were born to fuck me like this. God, I love you.”

Releasing her hair, I took possession of her
hips. My fingers sank into her soft, yielding flesh and I began to
thunder away at her pussy. From the body heat we generated, I was
soaked and Mom was drenched. Each time our bodies collided, there
was the loud distinctive slap of two wet bodies coming together in
carnal delight. The smell of our sex permeated the room. I could
tell she was tiring. Her yelling changed to deep, heavy guttural
grunts: “Fuck Me, Fuck Me, Fuck Urgh, urgh, fuck, fuck, urgh,
urgh…”

“urgh… urgh… urgh… god… damn… you… mother…
fucker,” she grunted as I smashed my hips down upon hers, my cock
burying itself in her pussy. At the end of each stroke, I pulled
her hips up an’ back trying to bury my cock as deep into her pussy
as possible. I would ram myself upon her and then jam myself even
further as if trying to truly return back to the place of my
birth.

“Roll over,” I ordered and Mom obeyed my
command.

This is one of my favorite positions. Monica
lying on her back with her ass at the edge of the bed, she offers
up her legs to me. Taking Mom by her ankles, I spread her open in a
wide flying V. With me standing, I can gaze down upon my mom’s
angelic face that always shines with pleasure when we are joined as
one. I can watch her big boobs bounce to an’ fro unless she holds
them in place. How grand is it to see Mom play with her
tits? Watch her squeezing them, pinching her nipples and when
she’s especially naughty and nasty licking and sucking on her big
boobs.

I watch as her soft belly jiggles with each of
my thrusts as I give Monica the dicking she begs from her son.
What’s even better is I can watch my cock slide in an’ out of her
beautiful pussy. It’s a spellbinding sight to watch my cock rockin’
in an’ out of my mother’s sweet pussy. All while Mom scandalously
screams for me to fuck her harder, faster, more, more. What I love
even more is when she plays with her clit as I’m inside her.
Could there be a more beautiful sight than watching your cock
ride in an’ out of your mom’s pussy as she pleasures
herself?

“Welcome home, sweetie,” Monica purred as she
guided my cock to her pussy. While my hands held her ankles up
level with my shoulders, a loving mother she reached between her
spread open legs and guided her son home. “Oh god, I love how good
you feel inside of me.

“Oh god Marty, fuck me good, fuck your mother
like only you can, oh babe that’s it. I love how you long-dick me.
Oh god, babe,” she softly sang. I slowly, rhythmically rode my cock
in an’ out of her pussy. Monica taught me to listen to her voice.
Mom taught me how when she’s in this position she likes for me to
start slow and build up my pace.

“Oh god Marty, you know how to fuck me,” Mom
praised. I maintained a steady rhythm as thrust my hips back an’
forth, my cock wonderfully plunging into her pussy before
withdrawing ‘til I saw my cockhead stretching her pussylips. There,
I lunge back into Mom’s delirious pussy.

“Oh god babe, fuck me harder. Fuck me, fuck me
harder. Please sweetie, give it to me,” she begged. I planned to
give it to her hard an’ fast but first I wanted her to beg for it.
I wanted to hear my mom beg her son to give it to her.

“Fuck your mother you motherfucker, fuck me.
Please babe, give it to me,” Monica pleaded as I maintained my
slow, steady pace. I was the turtle to her hare. I wanted her to
work for it. Eager for her son to fuck her harder, she thrust her
hips up at me. Mom wasn’t willing to just take my fucking, she
joined in by fucking me back.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me…” I
increased my pace and intensity. At the bottom of my stroke, my
hips violently crashed upon her ass. She’d surge forward and I’d
watch a wave run up her hips, over her stomach, past her chest
before her whole body finally crested at her peak forward before
her body’s undertow slammed her back upon me.

“Damn Monica, you’re such a slut,” I told my
mother. I loved how my mom shamelessly loved fucking her son. As
vocal a lover as Monica was, she used her body just as much. She
sought her own pleasure.

“You like when I play with my pussy don’t you?
You like watching your mom play with her pussy while her son fucks
her? Are you proud that you’ve turned your mom into a fuckin’
ho?”

I smiled proudly and nodded with approval.
Leaning forward, I drove deeper into her pussy as I crashed upon
her upturned ass. I do like watching Monica play with her clit as I
fuck Mom. As disconcerting as it can sometimes be, I also love how
dirty and filthy she talks. Outside the bedroom, my mother is a
lady. In the bedroom, she’s an unrepentant slut. In the real world,
I don’t think I ever heard her drop the F-bomb but when we are
together she screams out curses non-stop.

“I love you so much, Marty. Nobody makes me feel
like you do. Having to fuck your father was worth it, just so you
could be born and have you now fucking me at this moment. Your cock
feels so good inside me, so perfect, like it was specially made to
be inside your mom’s pussy,” Monica babbled. I couldn’t believe
some of the crazy shit she would say. I feared if I actually
encouraged her, if I vocally responded to her boasts that my mother
would keep going further an’ further out there.

“Oh baby, oh babe, oh, oh, oh, oh god. Fuck me,
fuck me, fuck me,” she urged. Pushing her legs forward, she was
rolled into a sex ball. Her thighs pinned to her chest, Mom had
nowhere to go. She was fully exposed and had to take the dicking I
gave her. Whereas before I was standing erect and thrusting forward
an’ back, I was now looming over my mom and drove my hips up an’
down as I rammed my cock deep in her pussy. Mom was my little fuck
doll.

“Fuck me harder, fuck me, fuck me, fuck your
mother you mutha-fucka. Harder, harder, harder, that’s it
FUCK MEEEEE…” the nymphomaniac who was once my mother demanded. I
had nothing to say. I could say nothing. All my energy was going to
giving her the harder fucking she screamed for.

“Oh god Marty, you fuck me so good. You fuck
your mother like no one else can. That’s why I know this is right,
no one else makes me feel like you do, no one else makes me so hot
and horny, no one else makes me a slut, no one fucks like you do,”
Monica joyously babbled as I sought to fulfill her righteous
wants.

“Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me. Goddamn it YES.” By
this time I was giving her all I had. I was holding her ankles out
wide and leaning forward. I was slamming down onto her as much as I
was ramming my cock into her yet she screamed for more.

“Oh fuck yes. Fuck your mother you
mutha-fucka. My son is fucking me and I goddamn love it. My
son fucks me. My son fucks me and I fucking love it,” she babbled
in her sex-crazed narrative.

“Goddamn Mom, you are crazy as fuck,” I accused,
and Monica smiled as if I complemented her.

“And that’s why you like fucking me like crazy,
don’t cha?” she asked, somehow sounding innocent.

“I do love it,” I freely admitted. C’mon, how
great is it that your mom is the freakiest slut you ever
fucked?

“I love you, Marty.” Mom purred.

“and I love you, Monica,” I promised and leaning
forward pressed my lips to hers. At least while we kissed she was
quiet. Yet, leaning over her crunched body isn’t the optimal
position to give your mom the mother-fucking she wants. Ending our
kiss, I stood proud and gave Monica the motherfucking dicking she
deserved.

“Fuck me harder, fuck me harder, fuck me harder,
harder, harder. That’s it, you mutha-fucka pound this
pussy,” she shrieked and her hand was almost a blur as she rubbed
her clit.

“I’m gonna cum. Make me cum, make me cum hard.
Make your mother cum…

“Oh god, oh god, oh god, oh gaaaaaaahh…” she
screeched. When I felt her pussy tighten, I gave her a final
thrust. I knew having delayed her earlier possible orgasms this one
was gonna be the mother of climaxes. And I was right. Seeing her
face contort in orgasmic bliss, her pussy squeezed my cock
demanding I cum with her. Since we became a couple, Monica and I
are in perfect alignment. With practice and Mom’s coaching, I can
cum with her easily.

“Oh god yes…” one of us or both of us yelled as
I watched her cum, as I started to cum. Having held back my own
orgasm, my body relaxed and my cum surged out. My cock buried deep
in Monica’s pussy, my first shot fired out hard, thick and fast. My
second shot fired into Mom’s womb, and a third. Holding her pinned
to the bed, I pressed her firmly as my fourth and fifth shots of
cum raced into her pussy. Feeling Mom’s pussy fill with my cum, I
pressed upon her as my final avalanche surged out to my cock to
overstuff her pussy. As I finished cumming, I saw my cum
overflowing out of Mom’s pussy. My cock wedged in there, my cum
squeezed passed her pussylips to leak over her.

Feeling like an overstuffed, overflowing cream
pie, Monica gently laughed with pleasure. I joined in her
merriment. We do love fucking each other.

No words were necessary to express how we felt.
We stayed there panting trying to catch our breath. My cum remained
in her, yet my cum still oozed out of her. Monica’s ankles rested
on my shoulders, with me partially hunched over, my hands on my
thighs. I fought to fill my lungs with the oxygen they demanded.
Fucking my mom is exhausting. Being the best motherfucker in town
is hard work, but I love my J.O.B.

Looking at my lover, I smiled at her and she
smiled back at me. “I love you, Marty.”

“I love you too, Mom.” She smiled happier than
if I called her Monica.

“You make me so happy,” Mom stated and I felt
safe from my knife wielding dick-cutting-off sister. After a moment
Monica looked at me frankly and plainly stated, “I wanna have your
baby.”

YIKES!
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Can you go home again? Dalton left a boy and
returned a man. Every day, he finds his mother more attractive and
desirable. Is she was aware of his lust for her? How long can he
resist her temptation? Does he find redemption? Or, do they
discover deliverance? When the lines between son and mother, man
and woman are crossed, a forbidden love is unleased. The complete
and authored four-volume edition!

~~~~~ Excerpt ~~~~~

“This is so wrong but I don’t feel guilty,” Mom
softly said; her motions never paused.

“That’s because it isn’t wrong,” I informed her.
Yet, she looked at me skeptical. Even as I held her ass-cheeks,
guiding her up an’ down my cock, Mom seemed unconvinced. It seemed
weird I needed to show my mother the rightness of our union, even
as we were uniting. Yet, our motions are so practiced, were so
gentle it was as if ocean waves washed in an’ out, running up the
beach before withdrawing only to return as quickly and silently as
the last wave. Our lovemaking was so peaceful we could consider its
right or wrongness while it occurred.

“They thought the earth was flat. They were
wrong,” I taught my mom; and the waves rolled on. The ocean doesn’t
need to think about its actions, and neither did we. It was a
natural act. Harmoniously, she drifted up an’ down my body.

“They thought the sun revolved around the earth.
They were wrong,” I instructed Johanna. I held her firm, her body
pressed to mine. I enjoyed the feel of her gliding up an’ down as
my cock slipped in an’ out of her pussy. It was as relaxing as it
was energizing.

“They believed the universe, this planet and man
were created in 6 days. They were wrong.” I kissed JoJo firmly,
believing I sold her my argument. Like an unsure skeptic, she still
looked not totally convinced, but never stopped her motions. The
waves never ceased.

“Okay, I’ll give ya we are the exception to the
rule,” I stated, while guiding Mom up an’ down my cock.

“I’m not saying everyone should be how we are.
I’m not saying everyone should start fucking their Mom,” and JoJo
laughed because that’s just what we were doing.

“We’re the exception. I’m saying we’ve both
experienced and lived through things no one else has. We understand
and love each other like no one else could. No one else can love
another like we do. We’re not wrong. They are!”

“You’re goddamn right,” Mom proclaimed. Proudly
lifting up, she majestically sat up straighter. I brought my hands
up to her full hips; they filled my hands perfectly. Placing her
hands on my chest, she braced her arms and started slamming her ass
firmer, harder, more convincingly upon me. She thumped upon me, her
ass crashing down onto my groin to echo commandingly throughout our
room. The slap of her butt-cheeks onto my hips sounded like
applause to our union.

“When you’re right, you’re right,” I joked and
enjoyed seeing her body shake with good-humor.

When JoJo held her hands out to me, I knew what
my mother wanted. I knew what she wanted to do. I took her small
feminine hands into mine and our fingers interlocked.

“And I’m gonna give my son the motherfucking I
righteously deserve,” she joyfully declared with an amused laugh.
She knew how grammatically incorrect her sentence was and cared
little. Holding hers hands within mine, Mom sat up erect. Shifting,
she brought her feet underneath herself. Lifting up from her knees
onto her toes, JoJo squatted over me. With her hips and ass
floating over me, our only connection was my cock spearing open her
pussy.

“Niiiicccce,” I growled. It was a beautifully
sight. Mom’s legs framed the perfect sight of my cock standing
erect, her pussy riding up an’ down her son’s cock, and the
shifting amount of light from its peak, at the top where she was
raised eight to ten inches above me, to its darkest when she sat
totally on me, my cock fully hidden inside my mom’s pussy.

“Fuck yeah,” Mom jubilantly cried as she slammed
her ass down upon me repeatedly.
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Anal Sex: The Final Frontier. “When done right
it can be as pleasurable for me as for him; but if done wrong, you
won’t get a second chance. You need to know how,” she began.
‘WHAT?’ a son thinks when his mom, at the breakfast table over a
cup of coffee, explains in the most explicit language, graphic
detail and intimate manner the proper way to perform anal sex with
a woman. You will want to Analyze This!

~~~~~ Excerpt ~~~~~

“Wow,” she voiced. She sounded stunned at her
son’s blunder. “I don’t know if I should be upset, embarrassed or
what. So you really have no clue how to do anal?”

Ashamed, I shook my head, No.

“Of course not. I couldn’t expect your father to
explain to you how things work. And what you read in those stories
are almost always bullshit and porn is even worse. They make it
look like it’s all so easy.” She took a drink of her coffee.
Setting her cup down, she took a deep breath. My mother seemed to
be gathering her thoughts. During her silence, I wondered what
those thoughts could possibly be. What does a mother say after
her son tells her he fucked-up while trying to have anal sex with
his girlfriend? What does anyone say after that? I waited in
suspense.

“I’m gonna explain to you how you’re supposed to
do anal properly.” Then, amazingly, she casually took a sip of her
coffee. To her, explaining how to perform anal sex to her son while
he was eating breakfast wasn’t off limits; nor, for her, would it
be awkward.

“Okay. First thing you need to know is that anal
sex is not supposed to be painful. Where the fuck do you get that
idea?” Putting her hand up and shaking her head, she continued,
“No, don’t answer. If it’s done right it can be very enjoyable for
both you and me.”

“What?” she asked, puzzled at my perplexed
expression. I wondered, Did she just say, ‘you and me’ as in Us,
as in ‘it can be very enjoyable for both’ of Us, her and
me?

“I’ve enjoyed anal many times,” she informed me,
misreading my surprised expression…

…“Alright, the next thing is position. The most
comfortable position for me to start is on my back, sort of
missionary. I’m serious,” she argued against my doubtful look.

“Trust me, let me explain and it’ll make sense
in the end,” She laughed hard at her unexpected double entendre.
She paused to take another sip of her coffee. With an earnest ease
she continued, “As I was saying, the best position is for me to on
my back with my ass on the edge. It can be the edge of a bed, a
table…” and she paused as if reminiscing.
“Shoot, one time it was the edge of the top of a concrete landing
to a stadium’s flight of stairs. What? Why are you shocked?”

Why am I shocked? My mother just admitted,
in complete nonchalance, to having done anal on a bed, a table and
in public at a stadium. Why was I stocked?

“Anyhow, to loosen up my backdoor you gotta work
on her front door. Makes sense, right? You have to get me sexually
stimulated and what’s the best way? Exactly. I hope you enjoy
giving oral sex. Shit, you better anyway!” my mother warned her
son; and I wondered if I had joined Dorothy in the land of Oz.

“Alright, for shits n’ giggles, let’s say I’m on
the edge of my bed upstairs. You will be kneeling on the floor
between my legs and you’re going to go down on her, okay? I’m not
going to say you must do this or that; just use your tongue, mouth
and one hand to really get her going. Make her beg; make her
squirm; make me so goddamn fuckin’ horny. Got it?” Although she
said, “her,” she portrayed how she’d be the one squirming…
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Why Dinkleberry? As a little girl, I followed my older brother
and his friends everywhere. I clung to them like a… like a
dingleberry. However, in Brooklyn the soft G is pronounced with a
hard K. DearOldDad shortened it to a more acceptable nickname:
Dink. My love for these men is why I cherish the names they
bestowed upon me.

With my writing, I find the courtship and
initial seduction of an illicit and forbidden relationship
delicious fodder to explore. While I write about taboo
relationships, my characters find motivated by the ideals of Love,
Desire and Passion not retribution, domination or subjugation.
Their end goal is a wish to develop into a happy and loving couple.
I aim for my stories to be believable and plausible. I do not
believe people cross the line against a strong social taboo easily.
They need to coaxed, cajoled and ultimately enticed to do so.

With many of my stories, I try to develop an
explanation as to why the narrator is sharing their story instead
of it seeming as if they are bragging of their conquest.

Readers often express surprise that as a female,
I generally choose to write from the male's point of view. When I
write from the male's perspective, I enjoy the challenge of having
to climb into my narrator’s mind. I get to describe what his eye's
sees, including the beauty of the female character; how his mind
thinks; and what his heart feels. It separates me from my character
and allows his personality to grow, develop, and show. When
successful, the story is told from his voice and not my own.

This allows my characters to be not only
distinct from myself but also from the other males in my other
stories. It also allows my female characters to be diverse and
distinct from each other yet still celebrate their individual
beauty. Since, Beauty is in the Eye of The Beholder.

I live in New York, with my girlfriend and our
three cats. You can contact me at Dinkqueen@gmail.com. I hope you
will take the time to enjoy all of my stories.

Love, Dink
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